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Each year, Alberta Women s' Institutes sponsors a Creative 
Writing Competition open to the more than 1000 members in the 
organization. 
The contest consists of seven categories: Play, Poetry, 
Children s Fiction, Adult Fiction, Memoir, Travel, and Essay. Any 
member may enter once in each category. 
Entries are judged by professional writers and awards are 
given out at the annual A WI Convention. 
Awards may be givenfor First, Second and Thud place but, if 
the judges determine there is none deserving first place, they may 
award a lower placing or none at all in that category. 
Each year, as members cheer the winners, many wish they 
could read the entries, so the Executive have asked all members who 
enter the contest to agree in writing that their story, play or poem may 
be used for A WIfundraising. As a result, this booklet is made possible. 
We hope you will enjoy the many and varied writings it 
contains. It may give you some ideas as to what is judged to be a 
winner'. Maybe it will inspire you to give it a try yourself and enter a 
future competition. 
OurAWIis a talented group of women; this booklet highlights 
just one aspect of their many accomplishments. 
READ ON! 
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The Storm 
by "Bushman's Daughter" 
Marilee Kosik. Darwell W.I. 
It was a dark and stormy night. I know that's a trite, overused 
beginning but it really was. The wind howled in the eaves, sleet 
hammered the windows, thunder rattled the house and forks of 
lightening gave momentary glimpses of the whipping trees. I was alone 
and frightened. 
In earlier, happier times my husband and I had fallen in love 
with this old abandoned Victorian style house surrounded by woods 
and quite some distance from town. The imposing size of the house 
with the small rooms tucked high in the eaves, the encompassing 
verandah and even the isolation all seemed wonderful. Sure, the 
electrical, plumbing, roof, and many other things all needed work but 
we were young and avid. We could envision what the place could be 
and looked forward to the grandeur and privacy it offered. We moved in 
to three of the rooms and started planning renovations and repairs. 
Three months later, however, my beloved Dan was killed and with him 
died all our plans and dreams. The old house stood as it had for years 
and, alone in it during a storm, I felt unwelcome. 
It was late but I hadn't retired. The unfamiliar sounds and 
flickering shadows caused by the storm made the trip up the old stairs 
and down the dim hallway to the bedroom too fearsome to consider. 
Instead, I was at the kitchen table with all the lights on and the old 
stove burning as brightly as I could manage. In an attempt to keep my 
mind from the storm, I was polishing some old silver I had found in a 
drawer. Beyond my circle of light lurked ominous dark corners but I 
forced my eyes back to my task. Wrapped in my fragile cocoon of light 
and concentration, I could block out my nervousness. Almost. 
Suddenly there was a pounding at the door! Who could it be 
away out here, at this time of night, and in such a storm? The pounding 
continued. Through my mind flashed all the newspaper articles I had 
read about lone women being molested, and worse, in their homes. 
Being so isolated, I knew I was vulnerable. From early childhood I had 
been told not to trust strangers and whoever it might be at the door was 
surely a stranger, as I knew no one in the area. I tried to ignore the 
knocking and turn my attention back to an old spoon but my shaking 
hands refused to cooperate. The pounding continued and I became 
increasingly afraid. Gathering what courage remained; I tiptoed down 
the hallway to the front foyer and peeked through the stained glass 
window. Although the image was blurred by the coloured glass, in the 
next flash of lightening I could determine that it was a man, and a 
rather large man, at that. He was obviously determined to gain access, 
as he was still rapping sharply on the old wooden door. Choking back 
whimpers of fear I crept back to the kitchen. 
My thoughts were racing. Ideas for survival were formed and 
rejected like quicksilver. Not for the first time, I cursed the local phone 
company for not yet bringing the lines out this far. With no phone or 
weapons, I was painfully aware of my vulnerability. As I pictured the 
scenario of my violent death and even the lurid headlines likely in the 
local paper, I giggled. 
"Good Lord," I thought. "I'm hysterical!" 
Forcing back the terror, I tried to think calmly. My car was in 
the garage. Could I get to it? No, to reach the garage i would have to 
cross the yard, in full view of the front door. Anyway, the roads were 
likely near impassable. Where would I go if I did get away? Could I 
escape through the back door and run into the woods? In the darkness 
it would be too dangerous. If I fell and injured myself, I might never be 
found. Anyway, if he saw or heard me I would be easily caught. It 
seemed I was safer, marginally at least, in the house. Should I hide? 
Where? I looked around like a trapped rat, my eyes darting into every 
niche and cranny. 
Think," I told myself. "Just stop and think!" 
I went back to the kitchen. Being in the center of the house the 
lights would not have been visible from outside so maybe he didn't 
even realize anyone was here. Closing the door to avoid leakage of 
light into the hallway, I felt somewhat less threatened in the perceived 
protection of concealment. Searching through the drawers and 
cupboards I amassed a paltry arsenal of two knives, a rolling pin, a 
cast iron frying pan and a broom. Sitting down at the table I waited. The 
pounding went on and on. 
Suddenly it stopped! Had he gone away? Was he waiting out 
there in the darkness hoping I would come out to investigate? Or was 
he sneaking around the house looking for another way in? I sat silently, 
straining my ears for any clue to his actions, but the continuing noise 
from the storm made it impossible to determine any human generated 
sound. The relentless pounding had been nerve-wracking but the 
cessation was worse. 
For awhile I sat, listening for any unexplainable sound, but the 
strain was getting to me again and I knew I had to do something or give 
in to my ever threatening hysteria. On hands and knees, I crept into the 
dark parlour where I could look out through the shades, hopefully 
without, myself, being seen. Barely raising my eyes above the 
windowsill, I peered out over the front yard. Nothing. Moving to another 
window I repeated my scan. Still nothing. A glance into the hallway only 
confirmed that he was no longer at the door. Still on my knees I moved 
to the back area of the house and continued my surveillance. Nothing. 
Had he gone? I was afraid to even guess. I scurried back to the light 
and pseudo safety of the kitchen. 
My whole body jerked as the pounding abruptly resumed. This 
time it was at the back door! I knew it wasn't as strong as the front. 
Would he break in? I cringed in terror. Then a voice joined the 
incessant rapping. 
"Hello. Is anyone in there? Open the door!" 
With the absurd reasoning of total panic, I switched off the 
lights and scurried under the kitchen table and up against the wall. As 
the pounding and shouting continued, I cowered in fear. 
"O God," I whimpered, "please help me." 
Reaching up, I blindly retrieved my meager supply of weapons 
from the tabletop and grasped them to me. 
Over the knocking and thunder, I again heard the voice calling 
out, "I'm sure someone is in there. Open the door." 
Sobbing and shaking, I pressed further into the dark corner 
and prayed. 
Suddenly it stopped again. Now what? Where had he gone 
now? I was afraid to leave my place of concealment and go look. I 
listened, but the storm still raged, covering any sounds he might have 
made. How long had it been going on, I wondered? It seemed like 
hours but, in my terror-stricken state, I had lost all concept of passing 
time. Finally the suspense was too much. It was as if something inside 
me snapped. I exploded into action. 
I had no plan. I had no sensible alternative but to stay where I 
was, but I couldn't stop myself. Some primordial instinct took over and I 
ran. Out from under the table and through the front hallway, I wrenched 
open the big oak door and fled blindly across the yard. With my head 
down and the storm raging around me I had no sense of direction and 
no planned destination, just the compulsion to run. Slipping and falling 
every few steps I reached the edge of the lawn and in the lightning 
flashes I could see the faint outline of the narrow lane leading to the 
highway. With a sob of relief, I lengthened my stride and raced to what 
I believed would be safety. Maybe I could escape. 
But it was not to be. Just then I heard the sound of heavy 
footsteps close behind me. I ran faster but they, too, quickened. Faster 
and faster I ran. The pounding of my heart almost, but not quite, 
covered the sounds of pursuit. The flashes of lightning, rumble of 
thunder and slashing rain all combined to emphasis the Dantesque 
scenario and even further increase my terror. The turbulence in my 
frightened mind nearly eclipsed that of nature. 
"Oh God, Oh God, Oh God," I sobbed in cadence with my 
pounding feet. 
Just as I thought, maybe, I would make it to safety, a strong 
hand grasped me from behind and spun me around. Determined to 
fight to the end, I blindly slashed out with hands, teeth and feet. But my 
struggles were futile. In moments he had encircled me with his iron-
hard arms and held me still. Subdued, I sobbed in defeat and awaited 
my fate. 
To my surprise, as soon as I stopped resisting, he loosened his 
grip and stepped back. Now what trick was he up to, I wondered? Was 
he toying with me like a cat with a mouse? In the darkness, I struggled 
to glimpse his face and maybe read his intent. Exhausted, defeated 
and confused I stood rooted to the spot, the sound of my rasping 
breath loud even in the natural turmoil that surrounded us. My terror 
seemed to increase in not knowing what to expect. Just then, another 
bright flash of lightening illuminated the night. I gasped in surprise as I 
finally got a look at my pursuer. 
"Oh my God," I whispered. 
Suddenly, my legs would no longer support me. I sank to the 
sodden ground and succumbed to the hysterical laughter I had, for so 
long, held at bay. 
T h e End 
Ofjvod'jnices don't go down, eating may beam* a spectator sport. 
SECOND PLACE: ADULT FICTION 
Congratulations 
by Margaret Dinnsen, Eagle Valley W.I. 
"I'm so sorry, Maurine," my friend said, putting her arm around 
me. The meeting had just come to a conclusion, and we were 
preparing tea. 
"Sorry," I responded, "Sorry about what?" 
"To hear about Carl and Janie." 
"My grandson, Carl? Oh, he and Janie broke up a long time 
ago." 
"So you haven't heard?" she asked softly. 
"Heard what?" 
"I won't be gossiping," she said, removing her arm. 
"Gossiping about what?" I snapped, beginning to get frustrated. 
"I guess you better ask your daughter," she said...and left me 
standing there, alone, confused, and perplexed. I do have the habit of 
jumping to the most bizarre conclusions, and I was determined not to 
explore any thoughts until I had collected some facts. 
As soon as I returned home I called my daughter and asked, 
"Is there something going on here I don't know about?" She was 
evasive and tried to change the subject. 
"Carl," I persisted, "Carl and Janie." 
"Janie accosted my husband at the store when he was 
shopping in town and asked how he felt about becoming a 
grandfather." 
"What?" I gasped. 
"She's accusing Carl of fathering the child she is carrying." 
"Did he?" I choked. Carl, I thought, was our pride and joy. Fun 
loving, responsible, determined. Our first grandson, who had always 
brought us smiles and chuckles. Graduated with honors. Loved by 
students and professors alike. And not without sound teachings and 
moral values. Carl getting a girl pregnant? Especially one that he had 
severed the relationship with. 
"He broke up with her because she was becoming intimate 
with someone else," his mother said, defensively. 
"That's what I thought," I replied, pausing to let the implications 
sink in. "How did his father handle the situation?" I inquired. 
"Told her congratulations and left the store," she sighed. "I've 
tried to contact her," my daughter continued, "but she refuses to 
answer my calls. Her brother called and told me to stop harassing his 
sister. You know how scatterbrained she can be. I just wanted to 
assure myself that she was taking care of the baby, eating well and 
resting," 
"What does Carl say?" 
"Apparently she called and left a message on his machine," 
"And..." 
"She refused to answer his calls and, as far as I know, they 
have had no contact since." 
"What did Carl say?" I repeated. 
"He said...if...it was his child...proved...to be his, he would take 
on the responsibility, but that there would have to be proof." 
"Oo," I whispered sadly, "because of her behavior?" 
"You know, if the accusation is true, that I will help take care of 
the child," she replied. "But, as of now, all we know is that Janie says 
she's pregnant. There is no way of knowing who the father is for 
certain," 
I hung up the phone and called my grandson. 
"Carl!" I confronted the issue immediately. "Your mother has 
just informed me that Janie is pregnant, and that she is claiming you 
are the father." 
"She can claim all she wants!" he replied. "My DNA is on 
record and if it matches, then I will be responsible." 
He was not inclined to say much more so we completed our 
conversation and I hung up, confused and disappointed that he could 
not, or would not, say unequivocally that the child was not his. Was he 
protecting himself or her? 
At the next meeting I spoke to my friend. "Where did you hear 
that Janie was pregnant?" I asked. 
"From my granddaughter. She'd heard it at choir practice. 
Janie couldn't get into her costume and pregnancy was blamed. She 
was pretty upset and said if she could not perform, then Carl shouldn't 
either. That set the tongues to buzzing." 
The next time I saw Janie, I asked her about the situation. It 
was fortunate that a mutual friend was present, for she was quite 
adamant in her position that Cart was the father. She insisted that she 
had told him and that he wanted nothing to do with her. She also stated 
quite strongly that she wanted nothing to do with me...or anyone else in 
my family. "So just leave me atone!" she growled at me. 
"That will be difficult," I replied, "if, indeed, my grandson is the 
father of your child." 
"He is," Janie replied emphatically. "I told him and he refused 
to answer me. And, after the last time I talked to your family, I don't 
want to have any more to do with you or your family and I don't want 
you to have anything to do with me or my family." 
She was becoming distraught and our friend was showing 
signs of discomfort. I ended the conversation by walking away. But my 
heart was fluttering. I did not want to upset Janie, knowing how 
embarrassing and humiliating her present condition was. 
Janie's family and ours had been friends over three 
generations. A family wedding and a golden anniversary were 
imminent. After discussing the situation with my husband, we decided 
to leave well enough alone and not antagonize the child, so did not 
attend the two functions. 
We did, however, approach our friends, her grandparents, and 
asked them about the situation. They were shocked and dismayed and 
knew nothing about it. Her parents, now living across the country, were 
expected to arrive shortly on a visit. We were sure they would attempt 
to sort things out. 
Our family eagerly anticipated their arrival also, hoping that we 
could talk through this very awkward, most embarrassing situation. We 
made ourselves available, but her parents returned home without a 
word to us, or to their parents, our dear friends. 
Was it anger? Quite likely, but with whom? Janie, Carl, or us? 
Perhaps at all of us, thinking we could have taken better care of their 
daughter. 
Embarrassed? Definitely! Just the rumour of Carl's involvement 
was enough to make us feel embarrassed and uncomfortable when we 
were in situations with mutual friends, wondering what others in the 
group were thinking about us and our parenting skills. What did they 
know? Did they have access to information we didn't? 
Uncertainty? Absolutely! What puzzled us was the lack of 
contact between us, as friends and family. It was emotionally painful. It 
left many questions hanging in balance. 
Having been rebuffed by Jamie and her brother, being told to 
back off, no one on our side of the family felt bold enough, or certain 
enough about how to handle this very disagreeable situation, to make 
the next move. We felt we had given Janie and her family every 
opportunity to approach and talk with us. 
Carl would only say, Time will tell." 
When a beautiful baby boy arrived several months later, 
everyone, at least it felt like everyone, was telling me how much the 
baby looked like Carl. 
Stanley Fauldner, a Canadian citizen, was party to a botched 
robbery that took the life of an elderly woman in Texas. He was not 
given the assistance of the Canadian Consulate in the USA. His sister, 
in Jasper, Alberta did not know where he was or what was happening 
to him. The lawyer assigned to his case was later disbarred. Stanley 
was imprisoned for over 20 years and finally executed in June 1999. 
Living under a cloud of imminent death for that long is torture, and 
punishment enough. During Stanley's time in prison he was a model 
prisoner who later became a prison chaplain. He was reformed and 
could have become a productive member of society if given the 
chance. When Governor Bush was asked for clemency, the response 
was 'No'. Is it any different when the state kills than when a person 
kills? 
There are more than 4,000 people on death row in the United 
States. For each capital case the cost is excessive due to the lengthy 
legal process. In Canada, the average cost of a case would be one 
million dollars and in the USA it is between one and three million 
dollars. This cost is approximately three times that of incarcerating a 
person for a life sentence. 
What about the situation in other countries? Seventy-six 
countries and territories have abolished the death penalty for all 
crimes. Sixteen have abolished it for all but exceptional crimes such as 
wartime crimes. Twenty countries can be considered abolitionist in 
practice, meaning that they retain the death penalty in law but have not 
carried out any executions in the past 10 or more years. This makes a 
total of 112 countries, over half the countries in the world. There are 83 
countries that retain the death penalty but those that actually execute 
prisoners in any given year are much less. 
Although these statistics are good news, if you happen to be 
someone like William Samson, working in Saudi Arabia and 
subsequently arrested and tortured into confession of a crime you did 
not commit, it is of little comfort. He was sentenced to death in a trial 
that did not meet international standards of fairness. Being in jail in a 
foreign country with little or no knowledge of how the system works, or 
of the language, must be truly terrifying. Two years of imprisonment, 
torture and not knowing whether his death sentence would be enacted, 
passed before William Samson was released. He is now free, although 
no doubt he will be scarred for life. 
Other prominent international cases come to mind. Surely no 
one could ever imagine that giving birth to a baby while divorced could 
mean a sentence of death. It did for Amina Lawal in Nigeria. Women's 
groups in Nigeria took up her case and gave her the legal assistance 
that she needed. It was not, however, until the end of several appeals 
that, finally, her sentence of death by stoning was lifted, in 2003. At 
first, the sentence was delayed until the baby was weaned. Women's 
around the world were traumatized by Amina's plight and an 
international effort was launched to make sure that her beautiful baby 
girl was not left an orphan. 
Even children, although covered by the United Nations 
Convention on the Rights of the Child, are not safe from execution. 
International treaties prohibit anyone under the age of 18 years old at 
the time of his or her crime from being sentenced to death. The country 
carrying out the most known executions of children is the USA with 17 
child offenders executed since 1990, three of these in 2002. All three of 
these were in Texas. Surely a child fits the model of most likely to be 
reformed and remolded into a contributing member of society. They 
just have to be given the chance. So many factors influence these 
children on death row, not the least of which are poverty, race and 
sometimes mental illness. At least one death row inmate is raising 
money for charities that offer support to poor black juveniles. James 
Allridge, the third, recognizes that his background contributed 
significantly to the situation in which he now finds himself. How is he 
raising funds? His artwork is used on note cards and Christmas cards, 
which can be bought from a website. James' artwork is extremely 
beautiful and in stark contrast to his current environment. Many men 
and women are productive and using their time usefully on death row. 
Some may wonder about the value of the death penalty in 
reducing crime. In Canada, the homicide rate per 100,000 population 
fell from a peak of 3.09 in 1975, the year before the abolition of the 
death penalty for murder. In 2001, 25 years after abolition, the 
homicide rate was 1.78 per 100,000 population, 42 percent lower than 
in 1975. These are indisputable facts, which speak for themselves. 
Any discussion of the death penalty is not complete without 
mentioning China. It is in China that the majority of all known 
executions take place, over one thousand in 2002. The regime is 
closed so accurate statistics are not available, the actual number of 
executions is suspected to be far higher. People are executed for drug 
related crimes and violent crimes, as well as for tax fraud and pimping. 
This is a different society. In 2002, there was an increase in executions 
due to a crackdown on crime and a special day of executions for drug 
related crimes on June 26, which the United Nations designated as a 
worldwide Anti-Drug Day! Anyone who opposes the regime is in danger 
in China, Tibet, Hong Kong and the autonomous regions. 
The death penalty is not something to be discussed every day, 
however we should be aware of some of the facts surrounding it For 
some, ft truly is a matter of life and death and that is important. I know 
which side of the fence I sit on and I know that you know which side of 
the fence you are on. Perhaps we can discuss the issues and agree to 
agree or disagree, and that is how we will leave ft 
• •The End 
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baby looked like Carl. 
We dared not go to see the baby, fearing an outburst from 
Janie and a further collapse of relationships that would become even 
more difficult to repair. 
The unanswered question as to who had fathered the child 
created havoc in my mind. Is this baby an extension of our family? Is 
my daughter a grandmother? Are we great grandparents? 
Some friends assumed we were, and there were awkward 
congratulations to which I mumbled some incoherent reply. 
We worried about how Janie would fare in caring for this child. 
Would she be able to maintain herself and the child? Statistics suggest 
that three month, mothers. 
"Well," said my daughter, "we certainly can congratulate Janie 
on the arrival of a beautiful baby. But at this time that is all we can 
do...or need to do under the circumstances." 
Janie's mother arrived to help care for the child as Janie got 
settled into her home. We heard nothing. Mutual friends congratulated 
me on the new baby. I was devastated and emotionally drained. I just 
wanted to hide out somewhere. Was I, or was I not, a great 
grandmother? How should I handle this? Do I have a place in this 
child's life? 
When I called Carl, he said, "I'm sorry, Grandma, that you are 
feeling so badly being caught up in this." He suggested that, when 
times got tough and money tight, Janie might agree to a DNA test in 
order to receive child support. Paternity of the child could be absolutely 
denied or confirmed at that time. 
I worried that Janie would not let anyone help. I became 
concerned for the child. I dearly love my grandson. Perhaps I'm a great 
grandmother...but what does it matter? Will I? Would I? Could I play 
any active part in the upbringing of this child? Probably not, at this 
stage of my life. My heart bleeds for the young people involved. Who, I 
wonder, is protecting whom? 
I was caught crying one day by a visiting nurse. 
"Get over it," he said bluntly. "It is not your problem. If you butt 
in, you will only alienate the young people involved. Let them work out 
their own problems." 
I was taken aback by the bluntness of his statement, but I 
began to think. Is it honest concern for others or embarrassment for my 
own situation? We all want to think our children are making the best 
choices for their future. When do we, as adults with adult children, back 
off? When do we assert ourselves? And is it always in the interest of 
their lives, or ours? 
Age may bring wisdom but it also brings regret for the mistakes 
we have made in our lives. It is difficult to watch our younger 
generation perpetuate actions that predict regret in later life. 
As grandparents, on both sides in this situation, we have 
resolved our friendship. As for our status, our relationship, with this 
child? God knows. 
Will the rest of the family reconcile? That would be our 
hope...but we're not holding our breath because we honestly don't 
know what to do next, and we are the older, more experienced persons 
in this circumstance. 
If we are so perplexed and confused, how can we expect the 
younger generation to be anything else? 
Janie's decision at this time is to raise the child herself, with no 
interference or input from his father's family. She has that right. 
Who is to be congratulated upon fathering this child? Will the 
answer to that question have an impact upon our family's future? At 
this time, Janie alone knows the answers to these inquiries, and she 
has chosen not to pursue the matter. DNA testing would confirm or 
deny our involvement in this predicament. But these are not my 
decisions to make. 
"What can I do?" I plead, reaching out to Carl and his mother. 
"Just pray," she replies. 
"Just wait," says Carl..."Just wait." 
And so we must, for there are no other viable options open to 
us at this time. Just pray. Just wait. So we do. Not even knowing if 
congratulations are due. 
The End 
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FIRST PLACE: DRAMA 
The Fishing Trip 
by "Bushman's Daughter" 
Marilee Kosik, Darnell W.i 
(A play in four scenes) 
CAST 
STEVE: age about 35... dressed in fishing outfit (vest, hat 
with lures, etc.) 
JEFF: age about 35.... dressed in fishing gear (similar 
accruements as Steve) 
MARK: age about 14 ...Jeff's son, dressed in 'city hip-hop' 
style (big pants, earring, etc.) 
SEC 
Interior of a fishing cabin...very rustic 
rear stage: door to outside 
window facing outside 
right stage: door to bedroom 
door to storeroom 
couch against wall 
left stage: wood cook stove 
wood box 
table and chairs (very rustic...mismatched) 
a couple shelves for food 
coal oil lantern on table 
Props: Boxes of supplies, fishing gear, three packsacks, and a 
quart of milk. 
Steve, Jeff & Mark enter, making a couple trips carrying fishing gear, 
groceries, sleeping bags and duffle bags (of clothes) They stow food 
on shelves and packs in bedroom 
STEVE: Well, here we are. It took longer than I expected to 
get up here but, if we hurry and get things stowed, 
we'll still have a few good hours of fishing. 
JEFF: Yesiree! Let's get this stuff put away and get out on 
the lake. I can hear that old mossy-back trout 
calling my name. He's foiled me two years in a row 
but this year I'll get him for sure. 
MARK: (holding up a quart of milk) 
Where's the fridge? 
JEFF: (pointing to storeroom door) 
In there. 
Mark goes in, then sticks his head back out... 
MARK: I don't see a fridge 
JEFF: Open the trap door in the floor and put it down in 
the root cellar. 
After a couple seconds, Mark returns without milk 
MARK: Stupidest fridge I ever saw! 
Jeff and Steve look at each other and shrug. 
STEVE: Well let's get to the lake. The day is passing. 
They gather fishing poles and gear and go out. Mark seems 
reluctant. 
***End Scene One*** 
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SCENE TWO: late evening 
Props: four fish on a stringer, filleted fish, cooked filleted fish, hunting 
knife in sheath, dishes, fry pan, paper & wood and matches for stove, 
artificial fire for stove, fishing gear and supplies as in first scene. 
Steve, Mark & Jeff enter, carrying fishing poles and gear. Jeff carries a 
stringer holding 4 fish 
JEFF: (holding up four fish on a stringer) 
Well, I'll get these cleaned so we can eat. 
Jeff checks his knife sheath on belt and takes fish outside. 
MARK:(shocked and disgusted) 
You mean we've got to eat them? 
STEVE:(sarcastic) Well, only if we want to eat... 
He opens stove and puts in paper and wood and starts fire. 
Mark, go get some more wood from the pile. 
Mark goes out. 
Steve gets out fry pan and places on stove, then gets bread and butter 
and dishes from shelves and sets table (with tin plates). 
STEVE: (to himself) It's about time Jeff got that boy out of the city. 
He's surely a babe in these woods. 
Mark comes back with wood and puts in box by stove 
Jeff comes in with fish and starts frying them 
MARK: It's getting dark 
STEVE: Yeah...get the light, will you? 
MARK: (looking around) 
Where's the switch? 
STEVE: Sorry kid, no switch. 
He lights coal oil lamp and sets chimney back on it 
MARK: Sheeesh!!! 
Mark goes and flops on couch. 
Wonder what's on TV; probably no cable! 
JEFF: More bad news, son. No TV! 
MARK: Well, what do you do up here? 
JEFF: Well, we fish, we eat, and gab a bit...then we sleep. 
That's the great thing about a fishing trip...peace 
and quiet 
MARK: (sarcastic) Wow!!! 
JEFF: (dishing up fish on plates) 
Soup's on! Let's dig in. 
They all sit and start eating 
STEVE: A grand day today! You didn't find that old mossy-
back, Jeff, but these gave us some great action and 
they are fine eating size. 
JEFF: They sure taste good, don't they? 
That's the difference when you get them out of the 
lake and into the pan so quickly. 
Mark listens with growing disgust and only picks at his food as the two 
men eat with gusto. 
***End Scene Two*** 
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SCENE THREE: after supper. 
Props: wash pan & water for dishes, chips, six pack of pop and comic 
books in Mark's pack, poker hung by stove, large knife in cupboard, 
matches in cupboard. 
Sound Effects: Loon calls, wind howling through eaves, a loud metallic 
clatter 
Mark & Jeff are just finishing up dishes 
Steve comes in from out side and Jeff goes out with pan of dirty water 
STEVE: Well, if we want to get out on the lake early 
tomorrow, we'd best turn in 
He gets a pillow & sleeping bag and Mark's pack from bedroom and 
throws it on couch 
Here's your bed, Mark. See you in the morning 
Steve goes into bedroom 
Jeff comes in with an arm full of wood and starts to stoke up fire 
JEFF: It may get cold tonight. 
He shuts stove and checks damper 
There, that should last till morning. Guess I'll hit 
the sack, too. 
He stops and looks fondly at Mark 
I'm sure glad you came along, Mark. 
We need to spend more time together. 
This is going to be a great weekend I 
MARK: (muttering sarcastically) 
Yeah, Dad. So far it's been a blast 
JEFF: Will you be OK out here? 
Mark takes off shoes and slouches on couch. 
MARK: Yeah...sure, Dad. No sweat. 
JEFF: Well, then...goodnight. Sleep tight 
Jeff heads for bedroom 
MARK: Uh...where's the bathroom? 
JEFF:(looking back just as he enters room) 
Just follow that path that veers off to the right from 
the trail to the lake. 
Don't forget to blow out the light when you come in. 
Jeff goes into bedroom and shuts door. 
MARK: (looking around with shocked expression) 
Outside???!!! 
Well, I'm not going out there. I'll wait till morning. 
He sits there for a minute, staring into space and twiddling his fingers 
I'm not tired, for cripes sake! It's only 9 o'clock! 
...and I'm hungry! 
He gets up and digs a couple comic books and a six pack of pop and a 
bag of chips out of his pack, smiling with delight at each 'find', and 
places them on the table. With relish, he opens a pop and the chips, 
and takes a chip and drink 
Ahhh ...real food! Good thing I brought some 
emergency supplies with me. 
He pulls the lamp closer and sits down at the table. He reads, eats and 
drinks remainder of pop and opens another can. Occasionally he 
chuckles as he reads. He shivers a couple times, then gets up from 
table and fiddles with stove 
I wish I knew how to get this thing to give some heat. 
It's getting cold in here! 
He gets sleeping bag from couch and drapes it over himself at table, 
opens another pop and continues reading. After a few moments he 
looks up toward door. 
Geez... I shouldn't have drunk all that pop. 
Now I really have to go! 
He gets up and looks out window near door 
Man it's dark out there, not even streetlights. 
There's probably all sorts of wild animals and 
things out there, (pause) 
No, I'll wait. 
He goes back to table to read. 
Shortly, he starts to squirm around...goes back to window. 
I really have to go. 
If I took off real fast and ran all the way, maybe I could 
get there safely, (pause) 
Naw...l'll wait till morning. 
He goes and cuddles up on couch and tries to sleep. He notices lamp 
is still on so gets up and starts to blow it out, then stops as an idea 
comes to him 
I could take the lamp. 
Animals are afraid of fire, aren't they? 
I think I read that somewhere. 
Picks up lamp and goes to door, opens it and cautiously steps out side. 
Audience can see lamp through window as he moves along the porch 
for a short distance...then lamp goes out 
Mark bolts back in the door and shuts it quickly in panic. 
Darn wind blew out the lamp! 
Matches...where are the matches? 
He scrabbles around in the cupboards...muttering...finds a match and, 
with difficulty, re-lights the lamp. 
He sits back down and looks with longing at the door. 
Finally, he creeps to the door, looks out, throws open the door and runs 
...leaving door open. 
In a VERY short time, he runs back in, wild-eyed and panting. 
He slams the door behind him, then locks it and pulls chair over to put 
under knob. 
Man, there was something out there! 
I bet it was a bear! Maybe a moose! 
(pauses) Well, at least I feel better. 
He lays down on couch to sleep, but tosses and turns. 
I can't sleep. It's too dark and too quiet. 
I wish I was back in the city. 
Dad and his 'bonding' weekend...Huh!! 
The whole idea sucks! 
Outside, the wind comes up and a howling sound Is heard as it blows 
through the eaves. Mark jumps up. 
What was that? (voice trembles) 
Some kind of animal? 
It sounded like something in pain. 
An injured animal is real dangerous, (pause) 
Isn't it? 
He looks out window and checks door. 
Oh well, I'm safe in here.... I hope! 
Just as he gets back to the couch, there's a LOUD clatter on the porch. 
Mark yelps and jumps under the covers, then peers out from under his 
pillow. 
What was that? Maybe it's that bear! (pause) 
Or maybe a cougar! 
He nervously looks around then lies back down and, again, covers his 
head. 
In a few moments, in the distance, a loon is heard. Mark jumps back 
up! 
Oh God! Was that a wolf? 
Is it close? 
Can it get in? 
He checks the chair he placed under door knob, then looks askance at 
the window. 
I'll bet that window won't stop it! 
Mark pulls the table over in front of the small window and feverishly 
piles his pack sack and various boxes (everything he can find) on It to 
keep 'wolf out. He goes back to bed. 
Loon calls again.... Mark jumps up again 
There's another one! 
They're gathering in a pack! 
That's what they do when they're hunting food. 
Oh boy...this is scary! (pause) 
Maybe I should wake Dad. (pause) 
No, he'd just think I was a city-boy wuss. 
He paces around the room. Over by Vie stove he finds a poker, picks it 
up and takes a few experimental swings, then takes it back to bed with 
him. He looks over at the lamp. 
Weil, I don't care what Dad said, I'm not going to 
blow out the lamp. 
Maybe it will scare them away. 
He lies back down. 
Other rustling sounds and loon calls occur over next couple minutes 
and, each time, Mark jumps up and checks window and door. 
He gathers up a couple more weapons...a knife from cupboard, a stick 
of wood from wood box...and places them convenient to hand around 
the couch. 
It is apparent that he is getting increasingly tired and, finally, he nods 
off sitting upright with the poker in his hand. 
"*End Scene Three*** 
SCENE FOUR: morning 
Mark is sleeping on couch with poker still in his hands. 
Steve & Jeff come out of bedroom and look around in amazement at 
the disarray of the room. 
JEFF-.(angry) Look at what that kid of mine did. 
Well he can just wake up and tidy it upl 
STEVE: (in a whisper) 
Wait a minute, Jeff. 
Remember your first night in the bush? 
Let's give him a chance to save face. 
He motions and both men go back to bedroom and NOISILY start to 
wake up and get dressed. 
The noise wakens Mark and he hurriedly puts things back in place. 
Just as he finishes, he hears the door to bedroom start to open and 
leaps back on the couch and pretends to sleep. 
Steve and Jeff come back into room. 
JEFF: Hey Markl Come on sleepyhead. We want to get a 
couple hours of fishing in before we have to head 
home. 
Mark sits up and pretends he is just waking. The men start getting 
ready to leave...packing up rest of food and bedding, etc. 
JEFF: So, Mark, how did you sleep? 
MARK: (looking embarrassed and somewhat suspicious) 
Great! No problem. Why? 
STEVE: (winking at Jeff) 
Well we wondered if you had trouble 
getting to sleep out here in the bush. 
MARK: Naw. I slept like a baby. 
STEVE: Well, I didn't. Those darn loons kept me awake 
with their maniacal calls for a couple hours. 
Mark looks amazed 
MARK: Loons???!!! 
JEFF: Yeah. Didn't you hear them? 
MARK: (abashed) 
No, I must have missed that. 
JEFF: (to Steve) ...and did you hear that racket out front? 
STEVE: Sure I heard it. 
Probably just a raccoon trying to get at the garbage. 
MARK: Raccoon???!!! 
STEVE: Yeah, they're cute and harmless little critters, but 
they can make a mess of the garbage if you let them. 
Jeff goes out and steps back in. 
No, it was just the wind. It came up pretty strong 
last night and knocked over the water pail we left on 
the step. I should have checked when I heard it 
howling around the eaves. 
MARK: Wind???!!! (pause) Water pail???!!! 
JEFF: (ready to go) Come on Mark! 
Lets get on the road. I packed some food last night. 
We can eat on the lake. Won't that be great? 
MARK: (yawning and with lack of enthusiasm) 
Yeah, great! 
JEFF: Maybe well have a couple fish to eat by the time 
we stop for breakfast. How about that? 
MARK: (with grimace) I'm not very hungry. 
JEFF: Not hungry? You're always hungry... 
and you hardly ate any supper! 
Are you feeling OK? 
MARK: Yeah, I'm fine. Just a little tired. 
JEFF: How can you be tired? We went to bed at about 
nine last night 
Jeff goes out 
STEVE: (with a wink to Mark) 
It's probably all the fresh air. 
It does that to a guy some times. 
Steve goes out 
MARK: (yawning, as he looks around the cabin, then goes out the 
door) 
Yeah, that must be it ...Fresh air! 
"The End* 
OCdoge is when you cant decide if you've saved too fade or fared too fang. 
CHARACTERS: 
AM I: Capable, take charge, let's get it done now! 
NANCY: Old-timer in the community, conscious of rules 
and personal power structure of the hall board. 
LIZBETH: A hard worker, organized, competent 
CHARLEE: A timid but diligent worker in the hall. 
LORI: New, but willing to participate and serve. 
COSTUMES: Contemporary. Outdoor attire suitable for a cold 
morning. Indoor clothing suitable for working in 
the hall kitchen. 
PROPS: Cloth, phone, pen, pad, chair, coat rack, gifts, list. 
(A backdrop may be drawn with sink, stove and fridge) 
STAGING: The hall kitchen. 
Center Stage: The serving window is accessed on 
both sides. The phone is on the serving 
window counter. Board members' list is posted on the 
table/desk/counter 
Down Stage Right: indicates an entrance from outside. 
Down Stage Left: exits to the cloakroom, portrayed 
by coat rack. 
Back Stage Left: exits to the pantry. 
Center Stage Left: a chair 
The entire play takes place in the kitchen of the Community Hall on a 
cold morning in January. A funeral and a baby shower are to be 
prepared by the ladies' group. 
DIRECTOR'S NOTE: It is important for the audience not to be 
confused as to whether the actor's comments are addressed to the 
funeral or the baby shower. Use of the baby gifts (Gifts) in the hands of 
Lizbeth, Charlee or Lori will help clearly identify where the remarks are 
addressed. Ami uses the notice Nancy writes "Annka Service 
Saturday" for additional definition. 
Confusion in the Community Hall 
by Margaret Dinnsen, Eagle Valley W.I. 
LIZBETH, CHARLEE and LORI are awaiting entrance DSL with gifts 
for baby shower. AMI is in the hall, off of DSL, ready to leave. 
NANCY is on stage finishing cleanup, prepared to leave. 
SCENE ONE 
NANCY has her coat over her arm and is giving the service counter 
one last wipe when the phone rings. 
NANCY: Hello. Old Time Community Hall. 
Yes, we do cater to funerals... 
You must check with the Hall Board, first 
Except for a church group that meets her regularly 
on a Sunday which means Sunday morning is 
always booked, other times are negotiable 
You'd have to ask the Chairman of the Board 
Saturday? (Checks schedule on wall by telephone) 
There doesn't appear to be anything going on 
Saturday 
You want me to check it out with the Board? 
Actually, you must do that yourself. I'm sorry, 
whose funeral did you want catered for? 
Joe Annka! Oh! (Gasping for breath) Oh! Oh no, I 
hadn't heard. When did this happen? Was he ill? 
I know he hasn't 
Just died? (sighs) Just died at home, in bed. Oh 
my! 
Oh yes, I'm sure it will be agreeable with the hall 
committee. Joe has been in the district for a long 
time. But, we must confirm arrangements with the 
Board 
Oh, I know! He has many friends and 
acquaintances in the district. It's just the rule to go 
through the Board before doing anything here in 
the hall 
No, I dont anticipate a problem, it's just in the 
rules 
Have you chosen a pastor? 
I see. Yes, definitely the three children will have to 
all agree on one. You will have to have a 
(sarcastically) Board meeting 
No, no. I can call our chairman and alert him to the 
possibility of using the hall. I was thinking you would 
have to call a family meeting and make decisions 
about the time and location for the funeral. I will give 
you the chairman's name and telephone number so 
you can call when you know 
for sure what you 
Yes, yes, you and the family, want done. 
(Searching for a pencil or pen) 
I'll confirm the availability of the hall and call you 
back On your cell? Yes, I'll take the number 
1-780-556-2614? That's an out of area number 
Oh, I see. You're family from quite a distance 
Yes, I remember Joe speaking of his children. 
And you are? Tolar. (writes on pad "ANNKA 
SERVICE SATURDAY") The eldest. Okay. I'll return 
your call as soon as possible. Thank you. Goodbye. 
NANCY hangs up and is wiping her brow when AMI enters from DSL 
SCENE TWO 
AMI: Hi! All done the vacuuming, windows all washed 
and...(looking closely at Nancy) What is the matter? 
NANCY: That phone call... 
AMI: What phone call? 
NANCY: Just called... 
AMI: Who called? 
NANCY: (checking her pad) Tolar Annka. 
AMI: I know Joe Annka...who's Tolar? 
NANCY: His eldest son. 
AMI: What did he want? 
NANCY: He called to ask if we catered to funerals. 
AMI: Did you tell we did? Did you give him a quote? 
NANCY: A quote? 
AMI: For the cost...it seems to me that it costs almost 
$5.00 a plate these days to prepare a good snack 
and provide tea, coffee and punch, squares... 
NANCY: He's dead, Ami! 
AMI: Who's dead? 
NANCY: Joe's dead. 
AMI: Joe who? 
NANCY: Joe Annka. 
AMI: Joe...here last week Joe? 
NANCY: Joe Annka. 
AMI: Dead? 
NANCY: Dead. 
AMI: Oh. (pause) 
How did he die? 
NANCY: Stopped breathing, I think he was asthmatic. 
AMI: I guess that would do it. But what happened? 
NANCY: Dont know. Found him dead in bed. 
AMI: Dead in bed. ...Who found him dead in bed? 
NANCY: I don't know. ...Maybe Tolar. 
AMI: Who's Tolar? 
NANCY: Tolar Annka. 
AMI: Joe's Tolar? 
NANCY: I guess Total's the one who found him. 
AMI: Oh I (sitting down) What did you tell him ? 
NANCY: That we catered for funerals, but I would have to 
check it out with the hall board. 
AMI: Cant we just say we'll do it? 
NANCY: No Ami. We have to get permission to do it. 
AMI: And who will do it? 
NANCY: We will do it. 
AMI: Then why do we have to ask anybody else for 
permission? 
NANCY: Because it's not our hall. 
AMI: We do all the work. We do all the catering. We do 
all the cleaning. We take all the flack when it is not 
done "right" (Ami makes the quotation marks 
around the word "right" with her hands) 
NANCY: That's true, but the Board (Nancy taps the list) has 
the responsibility to arrange the schedule and tell us 
what we can do...whatever. 
AMI: They're not the ones who will do the work. We are. 
NANCY: That's true Ami, but we dont want to be double-
booked for events, especially not a funeral. 
AMI: Okay, I guess you're right. Who do we call? 
NANCY: I was just checking the schedule here. Looks like 
Mr. B is on call for this month. 
AMI: Call him. 
NANCY: Just let me find his number. 
AMI: Right there...(Points to list... heads to coat rack SL) 
NANCY (Dials phone) 
Hello Mr. B. Nancy here 
Fine, thank you 
No, Ami and I are still here at the hall. Just finished 
cleaning up after last night's card party 
Yes, all the cleaning materials are up to date 
Plenty of toilet paper 
No, we're not out of paper towels 
Yes, the water's working 
The electricity is fine. Everything is in working 
order Mr. B. I called to ask if the hall was available 
on Saturday 
Because we just had a call to ask if 
Yes, it is a community event 
No, there will not be any liquor involved 
No, I dont anticipate any problems with drunks 
Ami returns to CS and takes phone from Nancy 
AMI: Hi, Mr. B, this is Ami here Ummm 
We need your permission to plan a funeral for Joe 
Annka Yes, he died 
In bed. I dont know who will arrange the funeral... 
Yes, yes, his children will have to make that 
decision, but your permission is required to have 
the funeral here 
Saturday 
Thank you Mr. B 
Yes, we have also been asked to serve a lunch to 
follow the service 
Here, in the hall 
No, I will let you know when we get more details.... 
Thank you 
Yes...Goodbye, Mr. B 
(Hanging up phone) 
Okay...permission granted! 
NANCY: Who should we ask to prepare the food? 
AMI: Uzbeth does it most of the time. She is probably the 
most efficient She will have lists for the foodstuffs, 
utensils and menus, recipes for squares, cookies, 
or what else we may need. 
NANCY: I'll call her. 
AMI: (Picking up the note) 
Good. I'll check out the supplies. 
(Ami exits to pantry as Nancy picks up the phone) 
SCENE THREE 
Enter Lizbeth, Charlee and Lori, carrying gifts for the baby shower and 
giggling over some remark. 
These three will be discussing the baby shower - Ami and Nancy are 
discussing Joe's funeral. 
LIZBETH: Hi ladies! Great job! The hall looks fit for a celebration. 
NANCY: Or a funeral, 
LIZBETH: One of those, too. A good long life deserves to be 
celebrated! 
CHARLEE: You always do a good job for the funerals, Lizbeth. 
LIZBETH: We have enough of those. Time now for a celebration! 
Swings her scarf around her head and the ladies proceed to remove 
their outdoor attire) 
We're here to plan a baby shower. 
NANCY: Who's baby? (Begins to write a list of supplies required 
for Joe's funeral) 
CHARLEE: Joanna's. 
LORI: She's the unwed mother who lives in the trailer across 
the road, right? 
CHARLEE: Yes, she is, poor thing. All alone. 
LORI: Where are her parents? 
CHARLEE: The family moved to Saskatchewan and has opened a 
restaurant there. 
LORI: Why Isnt she with her parents? With her family? 
LIZBETH: Probably couldn't stand working long hours in the 
restaurant 
LOR I: Why doesnt she marry the baby's father? 
LIZBETH: Probably doesn't know who he is. 
CHARLEE: Yes she does! 
LORI: Who is he? 
AMI: (Thinking about the funeral, exits from the pantry waving "ANNKA 
SERVICE SATURDAY" paper) Joe Annka. 
CHARLEE: Not that old man. 
AMI: He isnt that old. Sad, isnt it? 
LIZBETH: It surely is (caressing gift) a sad state of affairs. 
How do you think it happened? 
AMI: (studying list with Nancy...looks up) In bed. 
LORI; (Giggles) I guess so! 
(Looks, aghast at Chadee) 
CHARLEE: Usually does. 
(Charlee and Lori put their heads together and chuckle) 
AMI: It is a bit of a shock, (frowning) but not a laughing 
matter. 
LORI; (Arranging gifts) Sorry... it is so sad, and all alone at that. 
AMI: Heart failure, more than likely, (continues working on 
Joe's list with Nancy behind the counter) 
CHARLEE: Heartless, more like It (shakes gift) 
NANCY: (looking up from list) 
But one of the best ways to go. 
Not all alone, though. 
Nancy continues to work on list. May search in counter for supplies 
LORI: All alone? You think that's best for children? 
AM I: Only the son. (Comes out to fne front) 
LORI: Wasn't it a daughter? (Frowns at her gift) 
AMI: Both 
LORI: Twins? 
AMI: No, first the eldest son, Tolar, then the daughter. 
LORI: (shocked) The daughter is the second child? 
CHARLEE: What happened to the son? The poor child! 
AMI: Went up North and is living with his brother. 
CHARLEE: (unbelieving) 
Two sons? And a daughter? 
LORI: Jo looks so young, (hugs her gift) 
AMI: Oh, Joe's not so young, (checks memo) 
LORI: But three children.... (sets her gift down) 
AMI: Three..They'll all be here for the celebration. 
CHARLEE: (choking) 
Three children, and they'll all be here for the party! 
AMI: I don't think we should call it party, (tapping list) 
LORI: (appalled) I guess not! Poor baby! 
AMI: More like a celebration...A celebration of Joe's life. 
CHARLEE: Jo's life...Three children.... That's to celebrate? 
LORI: (caressing gift) 
You would think Jo would have quit after one. 
AMI; (looking at her watch) I think it was more like five or six. 
They found Joe in bed. 
LORI: (disgusted) Sounds like Jo spent a lot of time in bed! 
AMI: Joe being somewhat disabled... 
CHARLEE: Disabled? Jo had a disability? 
LORI: Sounds like someone was taking advantage of the 
situation. Three children! (holding gift) Poor thing... 
disabled, too? Why didn't somebody stop it? 
AMI: (puzzled by reactions) Joe's door was always open. 
LOR I: More than the door! 
CHARLEE: Did the children all have the same father? 
AM I: As far as I know they are all Joe's. 
LOR I: Poor Jo! (hugs baby gift) Joe Annka should be 
buried! 
AMI: I think he is to be cremated. 
CHARLEE: I'd sure like to cream him if I had the chance. 
(swings gift about) 
LORI: Did the man take any responsibility at all? 
AMI: I expect the children made the decision. 
LORI: What? Do you believe that mystic stuff; that unborn 
children choose their parents? 
AMI What has mysticism got to do with this celebration? 
CHARLEE: It's all very sad. (hugs gift) 
AMI: Always is...but he had a good life. 
LORI: But Jo did not. (Shaking her head) 
Telephone rings and Nancy answers 
NANCY: Hello, Community Hall.... 
Yes, Mr. B. We will prepare to celebrate Joe's life 
Saturday morning, and Lizbeth will be in charge of 
the food... 
Nancy finds a pencil and pad and is jotting down information as the 
conversation continues between the other ladies. 
LORI: (self-righteously picks up baby gift and grabs for her coat, 
preparing to stomp out of the hall) 
Well I, for one, will not condone this type of behavior! 
I am not going to participate in a celebration for this 
type of behavior. 
CHARLEE: Lori, she's only a child! 
LORI: (angrily putting on her coat) 
Out of control is what she is! 
NANCY: (hanging up phone) 
Okay, it's under control. 
All is planned for another funeral. 
LORI: (confused) Funeral? What funeral? 
CHARLEE: Whose funeral? 
LIZBETH: Aren't we planning Joanna's baby shower? 
(You can see the light dawn on her face) 
You mean all this time... 
(she cracks up with laughter) 
All this time you've been planning a funeral? 
LORI: Aren't we planning for Joanna's baby shower? 
AMI: (pointing to herself and Nancy) 
We were planning for Joe Annka's funeral. 
CHARLEE: You must have thought we were crazy... 
AMI: Some remarks did seem off the wall. 
LIZBETH: Well, I'm taking this list from Ami... 
(she takes list from Ami, tacks it up, and prints as she says..) 
and printing in great big letters... 
"JOE'S MEMORIAL SERVICE", so as not to be 
confused with Jo's baby shower. 
LORI: (Embracing the group) 
What dumbbell could make a mix-up like that? 
ALL: Ring Ring Ring-a-ling- a-ding-dong! 
Group Collapses in laughter as curtain goes down. 
•"CURTAIN*** 
ALBERTA WOMENS INSTITUTE GIRL'S CLUBS 
(A.W.I.G.C.) 
Sponsored by AWI branches, AWIGC members study many of the 
same issues and hold similar competitions in crafts and culture as the 
parent organization. On the following two pages are two winning 
entries from Round Hill Girl's Club in their Creative Writing 
Competition. These young women are the future of Women's Institute 
and these entries assure us that writing excellence will continue. We 
welcome them to our Write On booklet 
POETRY 
Up On My Grandpa's Tractor 
byDevona Caron, 
Round Valley Gid's Club 
(Drayton Valley, W.I.) 
Age 11 
Up on my Grandpa's tractor 
We spend a lot of time. 
We like being together 
When the weather is fine, 
I ride with my Grandpa 
When we make the hay. 
We pull the baler behind 
The tractor all day. 
SHORT STORY 
Misty 
by Sydney Mosiuk 
Round Valley Girl's Club 
(Drayton Valley, W.I.) 
Age 13 
On September 9th of 2003, my dog, Misty, was finally going to 
a new home. A home that in time would be better off, improved, and 
more beneficial for her. Although I knew this, I still wished she would be 
staying with us. As time raced by, I spent every minute watching my 
puppy pounce and dash all over the house, not knowing her 
approaching future. 
Her name was Misty and she was a soft mixture of brown and 
white with minor auburn streaks. Misty, who was a Shih Tzu, came fully 
dressed in a petite body and pushed in nose. I had had Misty for just 
over a year and I had already found millions of qualities I adored about 
her. One of these characteristics was that she was always an active, 
bouncy, so full of energy puppy. My fun-loving canine would never tire 
or give up, although, when Misty did occasionally rest, she would lay 
beside you showing complete trust and unconditioned affection. This, 
and so much more would make you feel pleasant and proud to be with 
her. 
All these wonderful traits would surely make you wonder why 
someone would even consider parting with her but, sadly, this was 
becoming more and more of an option. It was not because she bit, 
scratched or chewed, since that was not a problem, but merely in the 
best interest for her. My parents had thought about giving her away 
many times before but, thankfully, never took the last step. The 
problem now being issued was my sister was starting school and my 
parents both work full time. This means no one would be home for 
many hours of the day. Misty was an extremely human-dependent dog 
and she absolutely despised being alone. As soon as you would return 
home, you would immediately be tackled to the ground and showered 
in loads of kisses. It was not fair to her. Misty needed a family to be 
with for as much of the day as possible. This brought my family to 
finally take that last, hard, miserable stride. We decided it was for the 
best. It was quickly passed throughout many families and there were 
certainly many choices, but we wanted and needed the perfect home 
for our wonderful, extraordinary dog. 
Days of continuously and regularly searching for the right 
family had paid off. The people that arrived at our door were an 
exceptionally nice family with young children and even another dog. 
Plus, since one of the kids was my sisters' friend, we would get to visit 
her as well. My parents talked with them and they said they would call 
us back because they still needed to speak about it. The next day I was 
following my usual routine when suddenly I hear the horrible news; 
8:00 o'clock! That was much shorter than I predicted or wanted it to be. 
That leaves me one hour until my best friend leaves me. It was not 
easy by any means, but I constantly tried to remind myself that she 
would be more comfortable in this new home. "Ding Dong!" the doorbell 
called to us. The family walked in and, as normal, Misty greeted them 
cheerfully but, this time, she did not realize this would soon be her 
family. We said our goodbyes and, after many hugs, tears and 
promises to visit, they left. Misty was gone, just like that. I went to bed 
heartbroken but I was reassured by the guarantee of seeing her again. 
As it turned out, I saw her the next day. Though this seems 
nice, it was not so great: it reminded me of my loss. But I am now glad 
that we made the decision of giving her away. I am sure that she is 
pleased with her new family and, in addition, we still get to see her. So, 
in the long run, everything turned out for the better. Misty was finally at 
her new home. 
• T h e End*" 
FIRST PLACE: CHILD FICTION 
Patch: The Too-Little' Dog 
by "Bushman's Daughter" 
Marilee Kosik, Darnell W.I. 
One spring day in Farmer White's big barn, Sheba, the ranch 
dog celebrated a wonderful event. She had just given birth to her first 
litter of puppies, three boys and one girl. Sheba was very happy and 
Barkley, their father, was proud. All the members of her human family, 
Farmer White, Mrs. White and their little girl, Katie, came to see the 
new puppies. They admired the small family and petted Sheba's head 
with affection. 
"Good girl," said Farmer White. "You have a lovely family. I am 
sure they will all grow up to be good farm dogs like you and Barkley 
and be a real help to me." 
"Daddy," asked Katie, "can I name them? They must have 
names." 
"Of course," answered her father. "Why don't you look them 
over a bit more and come up with good names for them? You can pick 
them up, but remember to be very gentle and don't keep them from 
their mother very long." 
Katie looked over the little group of squirming puppies, trying to 
pick out some special thing about each one that would indicate a good 
name for it. First she picked up the little girl pup and looked her over 
carefully. She was gold and white and had beautiful big eyes. 
"This one I will call, Lady," said Katie. 
The first of the boy pups she examined was brown and white 
and seemed to have large feet so she named him 'Bigfoot'. The second 
boy pup was also brown and white with a white streak running down 
his face so she called him 'Blaze'. The last of the puppies looked quite 
different. His brothers had lovely, even markings but he had splotches 
of brown here and there ail over his body. When she picked him up, a 
small pink tongue came out and licked her hand A patch of brown that 
covered one eye gave him a quizzical expression as he looked up at 
her. 
"Oh isn't he cute?" said Katie. "His name must be Patch." 
"Fine," said Katie's dad. "Those are fine names for farm dogs." 
After a few weeks, Sheba started to bring her small family out 
of the barn. Patch and his brothers and sisters romped around the 
yard. Each day they discovered new and wonderful things. They ran 
and played and chased and wrestled each other and, each day, they 
grew bigger and stronger. One day, though, Patch noticed that his 
brothers and sister had grown much faster and bigger than he. When 
they chased a leaf blowing in the wind, he got left behind. When they 
wrestled each other, he always lost. When they jumped to catch treats 
from Farmer White, Patch could never jump as high. Patch was 
puzzled and sad. He was just too little. 
His mother, father and brothers and sister all tried to cheer him 
up. 
"Don't worry," they said. "You'll grow." 
But he didnt. 
"Don't worry," said his mother. "There must still be many things 
you can do as well as big dogs." 
But there wasn't. 
"Just dont worry," said his father. 
But he did. 
"What use is a too-little dog on a big farm?" he thought. 
One day Farmer White took all the dogs out to the fields to 
start learning how to be working dogs. Sheba and Barkley showed 
them how to run and bark and make the cattle go where Farmer White 
indicated. Lady, Bigfoot and Blaze all chased the cattle and eventually 
learned to herd them into a group and into another pasture. Patch 
looked at the size of the cattle and was afraid. But he wanted to be a 
good farm dog so he gamely raced toward one of the animals that was 
moving out of the group. 
"Yipl Yip! Yip!' he barked as he ran back and forth in front of 
the cow, but the cow ignored him and kept right on coming. "Yip! Yip! 
Yip!" Patch barked frantically, but it didnt help. 
Just then Barkley noticed what was happening and raced over 
to Patch. 
"Rarf! Rarfl" he barked in his deep voice and the cow turned 
and went back to the herd. 
Patch turned away and slunk home. He would never be a good 
farm dog. He was too-little and it made him very sad. 
When his brothers and sister came home, they were very 
excited about their day. They talked and laughed about herding the 
cattle, very proud of what they had learned. They were becoming good 
farm dogs. When they realized that Patch was very disappointed that 
he could not work with the animals, they felt sorry for him and tried to 
cheer him up. 
"Dont be sad," they begged him. 
But he was. 
Summer passed and life went on. Lady, Bigfoot and Blaze 
were now well-trained, working farm dogs. Every day they went with 
Farmer White to help him with the cattle. Patch just stayed around the 
farmyard trying to discover something, anything, he could do to be a 
useful farm dog. He went with Mrs. White when she went to gather 
eggs and feed the chickens. But there was not really much for a farm 
dog to do with chickens. He sat on the bank of the pond and guarded 
the geese as they swam. But nothing threatened them so he was not 
much use. He tried to guard the house but, when strangers came and 
he rushed out barking, they just laughed at him and were not afraid. 
Each evening his family returned to the farm, tired but proud of their 
working day. Patch listened to them talking about all the wonderful 
things they had done and seen. He tried not to let it bother him that he 
was too-little to be a cattle dog. 
But it did. 
The one great thing about hanging around the yard all day was 
his friendship with Katie. She was often lonely and would come and 
find Patch to play with her. They played fetch and tag and hide and 
seek. Because Katie, too, was small, he could keep up with her and, 
because he was little, Katie could pick him up and cuddle him. She 
petted him and loved him and told him he was wonderful. It was nice 
to have a friend and when he was with Katie he didn't think about being 
too-little. 
But, for most things, he was. 
Winter came and the snow became deep. One day Farmer 
White came to get all the dogs to go help him find cattle that might be 
stuck in the snow. Led by Farmer White on his horse Jim, all the dogs, 
including Patch, headed up to the high fields. It was hard going and 
soon became obvious that Patch couldn't keep up in the deep snow. 
Finally, Farmer White picked him up and put him on the saddle in front 
of him. The other dogs bounded effortlessly up the trail and soon they 
came upon the cattle. Farmer White, Jim, and the big dogs rounded 
them up and herded them down to a lower meadow where it would be 
closer to bring them hay. When they arrived back at the house, Farmer 
White dropped Patch near the barn as he went on inside to unsaddle 
Jim. 
Patch was humiliated. Bad enough that he couldn't do farm 
dog work but to be carried home like a baby was so embarrassing. He 
crawled into his doghouse. Even though he was very small, he was 
now an adult dog. He was too old to cry himself to sleep. 
But he did. 
For the rest of the winter Patch just hung around the yard. 
When it wasn't too cold, Katie came out to play with him. They invented 
many new games; catch the snowball, bury the dog and jump in the 
snow bank. It was fun, too, riding with Katie on her toboggan as they 
slid down the small hill near the house. It was fun, but it wasn't work. 
Days that were too cold for Katie to come outside to play, Patch just 
stayed in his house and worried. If he couldn't be a useful working farm 
dog he was sure that Farmer White would give him away. There was 
no place on the farm for a too-little dog. 
Patch was very afraid. 
When spring came, things were no better. Now Farmer White 
didn't even invite Patch to accompany him out to the fields. He was just 
too-little. The other animals laughed at him, teased him and called him 
'Runt'. Visitors would glance at him and make insulting comments like, 
"What is that... a rat?" and "What does he do, herd grasshoppers?" 
Patch tried not to let it hurt his feelings. 
But it did. 
Then, one day when Patch was lying in front of his house, 
dozing in the sun, he heard a great commotion. Blaze and Bigfoot 
came running up to him. 
"Quick," they said, "let's go! Katie is missing and Farmer White 
wants us all to go with him and Jim to look for her." 
Frightened for Katie, Patch jumped up and started to follow the 
others. In a very short time, though, he realized that he couldn't keep 
up so he turned around and went home. Worried about his best friend, 
Katie, and angry with himself that he couldnt help, he slunk into an old 
abandoned tool shed where he could hide in shame. 
As he lay there, sad and worried, he thought he heard a sound. 
Yes, there it was again! It sounded like something under the floor. He 
moved slowly around the shed, listening carefully. Then, in the back 
corner, he heard it again. It was someone crying. Could it be Katie? 
What was she doing under the floor? 
He barked. 
From under the floor, Katie sobbed," Patch, is that you? Oh 
Patch, please help me. I'm stuck under here and I'm so afraid!" 
Patch ran out of the shed and ran back and forth to the house 
barking as loudly as he could but Mrs. White was busy on the phone 
asking neighbours to come and help in the search and didn't pay any 
attention to him. He ran back to the shed and tried digging through the 
floor, but it was too hard. Katie cried even harder and begged him to 
hurry. He ran outside and searched around the sides of the shed, 
looking for a way in. There it was...a small opening in the foundation. 
He ran to the hole and barked. 
"Yes Patch," called Katie. "I'm here. Please help." 
Patch stuck his head in the hole and, in the dim light, could 
see Katie way over in the far corner. He wiggled and squirmed into the 
tight space. Slowly and carefully he crept closer until he reached her. 
He snuggled up to her and lifting his head, licked the tears from her 
face. 
"Oh Patch," she said, "I'm so glad you're here. Now I'm not so 
afraid. I crawled in here chasing my ball and got my pants caught on a 
nail. Now I can't get back out. Please stay with me!" 
Patch settled down beside her and licked her hand. Every so 
often he would bark, as loud as he could. 
But no one heard him. 
Outside it was getting dark and soon it started to get colder. 
Patch snuggled closer to Katie and tried to keep her warm. Every time 
he moved to leave her to try, again, to get help she would hold him 
even closer. 
"Please don't go, Patch," she whimpered. "It's so dark and I'm 
so afraid. Please stay and keep me warm and safe." 
Patch stayed. 
Much later, it seemed, he heard Farmer White and some of the 
neighbours ride into the yard. He barked and barked, but they were too 
far away. Finally Lady heard him and came to investigate. 
Sticking her nose in the opening (all that would fit) she asked, 
"What's wrong, Patch. What are you doing under there?" 
Patch excitedly explained how he had found Katie but couldn't 
get anyone to pay attention to him and bring help. 
"Just a minute," said Lady. "I'll get someone." 
Patch snuggled closer to Katie and they waited. 
Lady ran back to the front yard and quickly filled her brothers 
and parents in on what was happening. All five of the big dogs started 
barking and running around the group of searchers. 
"What in heaven's name is wrong with those dogs?" asked one 
of the men. 
The dogs continued barking and running back and forth 
towards the shed. 
"I think they want us to follow them," said Farmer White. "Come 
on!" 
The men ran after the dogs and came to the shed. Farmer 
White looked around and saw nothing. Just then he heard a too-little 
bark from under the floor. Then he heard a small voice. 
"Daddy is that you?" 
"Katie," he cried, where are you?" 
"Under the floor, Daddy. I'm stuck." 
Farmer White and his friends got crowbars and started pulling 
up the floorboards. Within a few minutes they pulled Katie out the hole 
they had made. Clasped tightly in her arms was Patch. 
"Patch found me. I was under there for hours and hours and he 
stayed with me to keep me safe and warm," said Katie 
Thank you, Patch," said Farmer White as he petted him. "It's a 
good thing that you're so little you could crawl under there to help 
Katie. You did a good job." 
Patch wagged his tail in happiness and held his head high with 
pride. He was a useful working farm dog. For some things it helped to 
be too-little. 
The End 
SECOND PLACE: CHILD FICTION 
Miriam's Good News 
by Phyllis Kosik, Darwell W.I. 
Miriam, who was just seven years old, was really excited. Her 
mother had told her that they would be spending the Passover at her 
cousin James' place in Jerusalem. 
Miriam loved James. They had been together when Jesus told 
them a story of God's love. Both of them loved Jesus. 
"Mother," called Miriam, as she walked behind her with her 
older sister, Abigail. "Do you think Jesus will be in Jerusalem for the 
Passover?" 
"He might be there, Miriam, but I don't know," said Mother. 
Miriam was getting tired. They were almost to Jerusalem. She 
would soon see her cousins. 
"What is that shouting ahead?" asked Miriam. 
"It sounds like a lot of people," Abigail commented. 
Their curiosity hurried them along and they soon caught up to 
the crowd. "There are a lot of palm leaves on the road!" exclaimed 
Miriam. 
Mother asked one of the strangers, "What is happening? Why 
is everyone shouting 'Hosanna'?" 
"It is Jesus," replied the stranger. "He is riding a young colt into 
Jerusalem! We are happy and we want to praise Him!" 
"Praise God! We will see Jesus today, Miriam!" gasped Mother. 
"Let's hurry to where He is leading this procession!" 
As they walked, they each picked up palm branches and 
began waving them and singing with the crowd. 
There He is!" shouted Abigail. "Can you see Him, Miriam?" 
"Oh, yes! Hello Jesus!" shouted Miriam. "I love you Jesus! 
Hosanna! Hosanna!" She waved her palm branch and joined the 
crowd's singing. 
A few days later Miriam and her family were making their way 
through the city to visit some friends before they made their trip home. 
They heard shouting again, but this time it was not a happy sound. 
They soon came to a street that was crowded with people. Some were 
shouting bad things. Some were weeping quietly. 
"May I ask, please?" asked Miriam's mother. "What is 
happening? We cannot see." 
A weeping woman turned to her and sobbed. They are taking 
Jesus to be crucified." 
"What? Why? Jesus is such a good man I Why are they 
crucifying Him?" 
"I'm not sure. Some people here told me that the Pharisees 
had something to do with it. They asked Pilot to sentence Him to the 
cross." 
"Oh no! Mother?" cried Miriam. "Does that mean that Jesus will 
die? I dont want Jesus to die! What can we do to help Him?" 
"I'm afraid there's nothing we can do, Miriam, except pray. 
Pray that God will strengthen Jesus to bear the suffering and bring His 
death quickly." 
"Mother, can we follow the crowd? Maybe we can speak to His 
disciples and find out why this is happening?" asked Miriam. 
"Yes, let's follow!" exclaimed Mother, wiping tears from her 
eyes. "Abigail, hold Miriam's hand tightly. We dont want her to get lost 
in this crowd. Try to stay close behind me." 
They stepped out into the street and began the slow 
procession out of the city. They could not see Jesus, but they heard 
many angry and cruel shouts ahead. Soon the crowd stopped. The little 
family could not get any closer to the front of the crowd. They could not 
see any of the disciples. 
"It sounds like someone is hammering," Miriam commented. 
"What is that noise, Mother?" 
Mother turned to her, weeping openly. "They are nailing 
someone to a cross. Please God," she prayed, "Give Jesus courage for 
this awful suffering." 
Abigail gasped, "Oh, Mother, look! Jesus is on the cross! There 
are three crosses. Jesus is on the middle one." 
Miriam was crying. "I don't want Jesus to die! I want to sit on 
His lap again and learn more about God's love. Look, Mother! There's 
blood on His face. Someone put thorns on His head. Jesus' hands are 
bleeding, too. Oh! I'm so sad! Please God! Cant you save Jesus?" She 
hid her face in her mother's skirt and cried loudly. 
As darkness fell, they couldnt see the crosses any more. They 
knelt on the ground and prayed together, Mother tried to comfort 
Miriam and Abigail as they wept. "I can hear voices from up there but I 
cant make out what is being said." 
"Maybe the people are praying there, too," pondered Miriam. 
"Jesus," someone shouted, "if you are the Son of God as You 
said, save Yourself!" 
Hours later, they heard another voice, loud but sounding weak. 
"It..is...finished." 
Miriam, Abigail and their mother stood and looked toward the crosses. 
A soldier poked his spear into Jesus' side. "He is dead!" 
Mother sighed. "Thank you God, for sparing Jesus from 
suffering any longer." 
Soon, they thought they recognized someone. It was a young 
man walking with his arm around a woman's shoulders. They stopped 
to talk to a man a little way from Miriam's family. 
"I have been building a new tomb for my family," the man said 
to the couple. "I give it to you for Jesus. I will help you take Him down 
from the cross and show you where you can lay Him." 
"That is very kind of you, sir," the woman said. "As tomorrow is 
the Sabbath, let's go now and take Him down." 
Miriam's mother ran over to the woman. "I have some cloth in 
my pack. Will that help?" she asked. She dug in her pack and gave her 
a tightly wound roll of cloth. "I must go now and get my children home. 
God bless you. Come Abigail! Come Miriam! Let's go home!" 
Thank you very much for your kindness," said the woman. 
This is Jesus' mother, Mary," said the young man. "I am John, 
one of Jesus' disciples." 
Miriam was still crying. John patted her on the head and spoke 
again. "We will all miss Jesus, little girl. Mind your mother, now. God 
bless you. Good-bye." 
"Goodbye, sir. Lady, I'm sorry your son, Jesus, is dead. I loved 
Him. I sat on his knee once and he told me about God. God will help 
you. Jesus told me about God. God will help you," she repeated. "God 
will comfort you!" Miriam clung to her sister's hand as they turned to 
leave with their mother. "Good-bye," she called back. 
A few weeks later, Miriam went with her mother to the village 
well for water. Her mother was just about to leave when a neighbour 
called to her, "Have you heard what has happened in Jerusalem? 
Remember you told me about Jesus and how they crucified Him? 
There is a lot of excitement among His followers!" 
"What are you talking about?" asked Mother. "Why would they 
be excited? I saw His body! Jesus is dead! There is nothing to be 
excited about!" 
That's what's so exciting. He is risen! He's ALIVE! 
Jesus is alive! The disciples have seen Him and talked with Him! Many 
have seen Him! He has spoken to many! Jesus is Alive!" 
"Mother! Am I hearing right? Can it be true?" cried Miriam. 
"How can this be? How can it be true? I don't know, Miriam. 
Leah, please explain yourself! I cannot believe this! Oh, God in 
Heaven! Can this really be true? Help me to understand." 
"It is true! The women went to the tomb with herbs and spices. 
When they got there, the stone was rolled away and the soldiers were 
gone. They thought that the soldiers had taken the body away and 
hidden it somewhere. When they looked into the tomb, there was only 
a pile of cloth where they had laid Him." 
"Did they ask the gardener where He was or what had 
happened to Him?" asked Mother. 
"I think the soldiers did take Him, Mother," Miriam interjected. 
There's more! Let me tell you!" exclaimed Leah. "While they 
stood there wondering what to do, two men in shining clothes appeared 
and asked them why they were looking for the living among the dead. 
They reminded the women of what Jesus had told them about His 
dying and rising on the third day." 
They must have been angels," said Miriam. 
"A few days later," continued Leah, "a large group was sitting in 
a room and Jesus appeared to them. He allowed them to touch Him! 
He even ate with them and spoke with them! Isn't it wonderful! God has 
blessed us with Jesus' presence again!" 
"Miriam, it is true! Praise God! Thank you, God, for this! Now I 
understand what Jesus said when we first saw Him! He said that He 
would rise again! But we thought that He meant at the Resurrection; on 
the last day! Leah, what are His disciples doing?" 
They are talking about taking the good news to the people. 
Jesus has told them that because He has died and risen again, He has 
shown that He is the way! There is only one way to Heaven and Jesus 
is the Way! Isnt that marvelous?" 
"Come, Miriam! We must go home! We must tell everyone the 
good news! Oh! I'm so excited! Thank you, God! You are so good to 
us! 
"Good news! Good news!" Miriam sang as she skipped after 
her mother. "Good news! Jesus is Alive!" 
" T h e End"* 
A tradition is something you have when you're too Cozy to think up 
something new. (ifote to organizations who ahvays do it die its always been 
done) 
THIRD PLACE: CHILD FICTION 
Daniel Goes to 4-H 
by Margaret Dinnsen, Eagle Valley, W.I. 
"Hi Daniel," my friend, Greg, said over the phone. "Why don't 
you come to 4-H with me?" he asked. 
"4-H," I said, wondering, "What's that?" 
"Hands, Head, Heart and ...Home, or something like that," 
Greg replied. 
"Okay," I said, "but what does it mean?" 
"Well, first, you do things with your hands." 
"Like what?" I asked. 
"Like looking after your horse, or cow, or calf - and you make 
things," Greg responded. 
"Make what things?" I questioned. 
"What things? Crafts, or even tractors. Stuff to use on the farm, 
for your pets, or even when we help the community." Greg prattled on. 
"Like when we pick up the trash from the ditches on the roads." 
"Hands. So what do you do with your head?" 
"Oh!" Greg got excited. "We make speeches." I heard his 
brother coaching him in the background. "And keep records." 
"Keep records?" I said aloud, but I was thinking that keeping 
records sounded like work to me. 
"Yeah, yeah," Greg shrugged it off. "About your animal, what 
you feed him, how much he weighs, when you come to meetings, that 
kind of stuff." 
"Do you have to go to the meetings?" I groaned, thinking about 
some of the meetings I'd been to with my dad, and that was definitely 
boring. 
"Yep!" Greg sounded eager, "and sometimes my calf comes, 
too." 
"Calf too?" I asked, thinking this was beginning to sound more 
like fun. "How come?" Just imagine a meeting of calves 'moo-ving' 
about. 
"Because," Greg said importantly, "they have to be weighed 
and measured - and you get to report on it. That's using your hands 
and your head." 
"That," I replied, "sounds like a lot of work to me." 
"It is," Greg responded, "but it is also a lot of fun!" 
"How," I asked, "Can work be fun?" 
"Because you get to have a lot of pot lucks!" Greg chuckled. 
He is growing fast and always hungry. 
"Four H's you said, but hands and head are only two." 
"Heart and Home," Greg continued. "I think that makes four. 
Heart because you learn to be kind and love your animals, and love 
your country, and love your family, and love your lunches, and..." 
I laughed, "I get the idea." 
"And home," Greg continued, "because everyone in the family 
gets to come and help." 
"Hmm, I'll ask my Mum," I said as I hung up the phone. She 
was washing dishes at the kitchen sink with my sister. "Mum, Mum, 
Mum!" I tugged on her shirt, trying to get her attention. "Mum!" 
"What is it this time?" Mother sighed. 
"Mum," I pleaded, "Mum, can I join 4-H? Can I? Can I? Can I? 
Greg's going...and his calf. Can we join 4-H too?" 
"I'll have to ask your dad," Mum said reluctantly, "because it 
will be a lot of work." 
"It will be fun! Greg said so! Please." I cajoled. 
"It will be work! I say so," Mum replied. 
"Why will it be work?" I asked. 
"First of all, you have to keep records." 
"Greg said that's the hard part," I said. 
"And," Mum sounded very serious. "Every day...EVERY DAY, 
you will have to feed your calf, groom your calf, train your calf, water 
your calf." 
"I can do it," I said. "Positively, I can do it!" I had chores to do 
anyway, so this shouldn't be so hard. 
"And," Mum continued, "just how will you get him back and 
forth to events?" 
"Easy," I smiled. "Mine can go with Greg's." 
"Or, more likely, Greg's can come with yours, and that means 
Dad or I have to drive," Mum shook her head. 
"Because," I smiled, "one 'H' is 'home', and home has to help. 
Driving me and my calf to 4-H means home is helping." 
Mum groaned and I knew she was thinking of all the driving 
she already had to do with music lessons, swimming lessons, girl's 
clubs, hockey and all the other activities we five siblings were involved 
in. "I know it will take time." 
Well, Mum talked to Dad, Dad talked to me, and then he talked 
to Greg's dad and we all agreed. I could go to 4-H. I could hardly wait 
to call Greg and tell him. 
I chose the best calf out of our small herd and began to halter 
break him. Every day I fed him. Some days I groomed him. When we 
took him to weigh-in, my calf weighed 540 pounds. 
We had some fun meetings, and some work details. Once I 
helped work at Bingo. We removed rubbish from the ditches and, 
always, a potluck followed. We went on a tour to see everyone's farm 
and where they cared for their 4-H animals. 
February is the month for speeches. I wrote on Purelli Natural 
Horsemanship, because I had earned Level One last summer. I took 
my Purelli manual and read it to Grandma. She took notes as she 
listened to me read. I took them home and Mum helped me put some 
thoughts on cards. Then I practiced, practiced, practiced. I read the 
speech to Dad, to Grandma, to my sisters and my Mum until I could 
say it by heart, with just a quick look at my notes. 
The day for the speeches came, and all us kids, mums, dads 
and grandparents gathered in the Community Hall. Several 
schoolteachers and a local author had volunteered to be judges. 
Everyone had written their speeches, but not everyone had 
practiced. Some read them. Some spoke loud and clear. Some 
stuttered, and some cried. I chewed my gum, real hard. 
All that practice paid off! I did my speech okay. But then...we 
had to do an impromptu, a one minute speech on a subject they had 
chosen, with only one minute to prepare. My time was coming fast as I 
took my place on the bench. I sat with my fists clenched. My shoulders 
got tense. 
My time came. Sports was the title of my talk. "Great," I 
thought, "I can do that." I stood up to signal my willingness to begin. 
The chairperson introduced me and I walked confidently right 
up to the front. I did my introductions. I spoke about my title. Twenty 
seconds later I just stood there, repeated myself, and stopped. No 
thoughts running around in my head. No words coming out of my 
mouth. Silence...awkward, embarrassing silence. "I guess that's it," I 
sputtered to the audience, who politely clapped, just as they had for the 
rest who did well, or did not. 
Then we waited. Who would win? What marks would we get? 
Who would go on to the next contest of 4-H speaking? 
The judges added up marks, made remarks, and conferred 
with each other, while us kids sweated it out. It seemed to take forever, 
but there were leftovers from the potluck lunch, and we headed for the 
dessert table. 
Marks finished at last, the meeting was called to order and 
each of us received the judges' comments and report card. 
Then the president announced the winners, who would go on 
to future competitions, locally, provincially, then, if they kept on 
winning, to the national speak offs. I was glad the day was over. That 
was one of the hardest things I ever did I By the way, it was not me, nor 
Greg, who was announced the winner. But it was a great day! 
4-H! Now I'm one. I've learned about Robert's Rules of Order 
when participating, taking part, in a meeting. About motions and 
elections of officers, and taking turns. It's about being part of a team, a 
community. 
I've met new friends and got lots of family time, too. My calf 
looks good and is healthy and growing, just like me. 
4-H - Hands, Head, Heart and, by the way, it's Health, not 
Home, as Greg thought. It's been good for all of us. And tomorrow is 
Achievement Day. We will take my calf into the Cow Palace, groom 
and show him, and get marks from the judges. 
The 4-H motto is "Learn to Do By Doing" and I have done a lot 
this year. Cared for my calf, made my speech, kept my records, went to 
meetings, and I still have to show my calf. 
We say our 4-H pledge each time we gather for a meeting and 
I have almost memorized it. I keep it in my pocket so I can remember it. 
See...here it is. 
"I pledge My Head to clearer thinking, My Heart to greater 
loyalty, My Hands to larger service. My Health to better living, for 
my club, my community and my country." 
And, on the back is the song we sing for Grace, to the tune of 
Old Lang Sine, before we dive into our potluck lunches. You can sing 
along, too. 
"We thank Thee, Lord, for blessings great on this, our own 
fair land. Teach us to serve Thee Joyfully, with head, heart, hand 
and health." 
The Alberta Government helps 4-H, and here is the address 
from my diary. Alberta Agriculture, Food and Rural Development, 4-H 
Branch, 7000-113 St NM, Room 200, Edmonton, AB. T6H 5T6. If 
you're on the Internet, you can also find the Web site at: 
hhtp7/www.4h.ab.ca 
I have to go now and groom my calf, and practice loading him 
up. We'd love to have you join 4-H, too. Maybe we could meet there, 
and become good friends. Bye for now! 
Daniel. 
" T h e End*" 
FIRST PLACE: NONFICTION-MEMOIR 
He Was My Brother 
by "Bushman's Daughter" 
Marilee Kosik, Darnell W.I. 
"Will you get off my back about what I spend! It's my money 
and I'll spend it if I want! What in hell do you expect me to do, save it 
for my old age?" Tom snarled at me in one of his increasingly more 
frequent outbursts of rage. 
The attack seemed unwarranted to the salesclerk, as she 
looked at me in sympathy, but I couldn't retaliate. He was my brother, 
he was just twenty-seven and he was dying. 
Actually, he was my half brother. Due to divorce and long 
estrangement of his father and my mother, Tom, the oldest of our 
father's second family, was already fourteen and I thirty-four when we 
first met in 1979. Over the ensuing thirteen years, two thousand miles 
separation and busy lives, he with school and friends and I with a 
husband and teenaged son, made our meetings infrequent although 
we kept in touch through his family and when I made trips to Ontario. 
We liked each other well enough but, whenever we did look towards 
establishing a true sibling relationship, it was always deferred. 
"After all", we always said, "We have the rest of our lives." 
In January of 1992, on a trip to Ontario, we had celebrated my 
forty-seventh birthday and his twenty-seventh with the family. We 
talked of plans to visit back and forth and finally get to really know each 
other. Even in the short hours we had talked over the years, we had 
formed a bond, not only the kinship of siblings but of similar interests 
and attitudes. Apart from being brother and sister, we were discovering 
that we could be friends. As the visit ended, I back to Alberta and he to 
Toronto, we embraced and parted with mutual promises to keep in 
touch and do this again next year. 
Just three short months later, a letter from his mother brought 
devastating news. Tom had just been diagnosed with AIDS! Suddenly 
'the rest of our lives' was to be measured in months, not years. All our 
plans for the future were no longer on hold; they were impossible. 
Even these many years later I remember all my thoughts and 
feelings at that moment; shock, fear, anger, sympathy, sorrow and, of 
course, so many questions. How did this happen? Why wasn't he more 
careful? What would my friends say? My God, I had kissed him 
goodbye! Was I safe? I'm not proud of my initial feelings but they were 
a common reaction to AIDS at that time. 
Of course I had heard of AIDS but I really knew so little about 
it. If I was to be of any value in supporting my brother and helping the 
family in this crisis, I knew I must first deal with my own fear and 
repugnance. There was some medical information available, and I read 
everything I could find. The disease is transmitted by body fluids. AIDS, 
Acquired Immune Deficiency Syndrome, is a result of the Human 
Immunodeficiency Virus, or HIV. People do not actually die from AIDS 
but from secondary infections such as cancer and pneumonia that their 
body cannot fight because their immune system is shut down. The 
prognosis, once it has reached the AIDS stage is very poor, although, if 
treated early, people have lived many years with HIV. I found valuable 
information on home care with advice on safety of the patient and the 
caregiver. Reactions to medication and secondary symptoms to watch 
for were listed. As in many things, knowledge made it less frightening 
and many of my fears and misconceptions were put aside. Reading of 
the vicious progress of the disease, however, increased my fear and 
sorrow for Tom. All the facts I had gathered, however, although of great 
value in the next few months, never touched on the most devastating 
aspect of AIDS...the fear, revulsion and judgmental attitudes of poorly 
informed people and the resulting isolation of the AIDS patient. I would 
see this first hand. 
I chose to spend three weeks with Tom and the family in July. 
We felt that he would still be well enough to enjoy my visit and, by then, 
his mother would be tired and appreciate the help. My first sight of Tom 
was shocking! From a tall robust man, AIDS had reduced him to a 
painfully thin shadow of himself. Most devastating to me, however, was 
his total lack of interest in life and the dead look in his eye. Although an 
occasional spark would rouse him, generally his thoughts and feelings 
were turned inwards. He had given up and it was as if he was already 
distancing himself from the living. I began to realize how difficult these 
three weeks would be. 
Tom's moods were like quicksilver. Sometimes he wanted to 
talk; other times he would lash out in anger or retreat into a sullen 
silence if anyone even spoke to him. Some days he wanted to go out, 
others he would refuse to move from the couch. We never knew when 
he would change his mind about anything. We made plans that never 
happened and did other things on the spur of the moment It was like 
living on a roller coaster. 
i guess because he knew his time was short, when he did 
agree to go out he wanted to do things he had never done and see 
things he had never seen. I encouraged him in his interests and 
accompanied him on any excursion he would consider. He was easily 
exhausted so our outings were restricted to every second day, with a 
'down' day of rest and recuperation, but we did cram a lot of 'firsts* into 
those alternate days. 
Our first venture was to a nearby farmer's market. Covering 
many acres, it is the largest in Ontario. Tom took great pleasure in 
showing me around and laughed delightedly at my amazement. The 
parking lot was a revelation; at least half was reserved for horses! Tom 
explained that the local Amish and Mennonite people made up a large 
percentage of the vendors and they still used horse and buggy for 
transportation. The market itself consisted of three very large 
permanent buildings surrounded by a myriad of open-air stalls. 
Stopping at one of these stalls, Tom purchased an assortment of local 
delicacies to nibble on as we entered the first cavernous building. He 
chuckled at my open-mouthed awe as we walked past row after row of 
farm produce, dairy products, butcher shops, local food kiosks, art and 
crafts, clothing, flowers, hand made furniture, saddles and tack, and 
even a veterinarian and gardening section. We stopped at a few 
permanent shops and watched artists and artisans creating blown 
glass, leather, wood, and metal items for sale. We looked at everything 
but actually bought very little until we were leaving. Tom was by now 
exhausted so we were slowly making our way back to the parking lot 
when we passed a flower stall featuring Gladioli, Tom's favorite flower. 
He bought them all! By the time we had loaded them all into his 
mother's compact car, there was barely room for us. We arrived home 
laughing and the smell of those lovely blooms brightened the house for 
days. That was a good day. 
Although he was very tired, one day Tom demanded that I take 
him shopping. He didn't know or wouldn't tell me what, exactly, he 
wished to buy, but seemed to be driven by some need to shop. After 
going through many of the stores in a large shopping center, leaving 
even me exhausted, he declared that he needed to find a jewellery 
store. He finally confided that he wanted to buy some special memento 
to give our four-year-old niece, Megan, to remember him by and he 
had decided on a locket. I suggested that we come back another day 
when he was rested, but he was adamant that we do it now. Upset, he 
was often unreasonable, so I complied. In the third jewellery store he 
found the exact piece he wanted and determined to buy it That*s when 
I made the gentle suggestion that it was very expensive and maybe we 
should look further, bringing on the explosive temper and cruel words I 
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described earlier. He bought the locket and stormed out to the car in 
anger. That was a bad day and he was silent and resentful for some 
time after. 
Our dad, Tom's mother and younger brother and I planned a 
family outing to Niagara Falls. Tom's feelings about this went up and 
down like an elevator and when the day arrived he refused to go. By 
the time he was convinced to accompany us, everyone's nerves were 
frayed. He viewed the falls area with lackadaisical interest and we all 
returned home somewhat depressed, a bad day. 
A trip to Lion Country Safari was more successful. As we 
drove through the various compounds, Tom's mood lightened and he 
actually laughed at some of the antics of the animals. The monkeys 
absolutely swarmed our car and a large black bear stood up and put 
his front paws on the roof. When we returned to the main area, Tom 
asked me in a now unfamiliar teasing way if I would like to do 
something really different; something we had never done before. 
Seeing a bit of the old Tom, I couldn't refuse. He dragged me over to 
an area where we climbed aboard and rode an elephant! We laughed 
like children. Later we toured the zoo area of the complex and took in 
the Birds of Prey demonstration. Tom enjoyed this immensely. He 
watched in awe as owls, hawks and falcons demonstrated how they 
attack their prey. As a large owl silently swooped low over our seats to 
snatch a mouse, we could hear the soft 'purr' of the wind through his 
wings. Tom was entranced. He told me later that the caged animals 
were depressing, but the absolute power and freedom of the birds of 
prey struck some chord within him. He bought an owl figurine as a 
souvenir before we left and often mentioned the birds with interest over 
the next few days. That was a very good day, probably my happiest 
memory of our time together. 
Good days...bad days, one never knew. We learned to endure 
the hard times and celebrate the good but the strain often showed. We 
laughed and cried, at times about the same topic. Some days we 
talked, deeply and seriously, others were silent and sullen. Tender, 
dose times could, in the blink of an eye, turn into insults and fights. I 
tried to be understanding about his moods, and nonjudgmental about 
his previous lifestyle. I tried to be comforting, i tried to be upbeat. 
Sometimes it worked, others it didnt. 
"You just dont understand!" he would say, at times a scream, 
at times a sob. 
He was right, i could sympathize with him, I could comfort him, 
I could love him, but I couldnt really understand. I was healthy, with my 
life in front of me. Friends didnt shun me. Strangers didnt stare at me. 
How could I truly understand how a person could cope with all the 
aspects of this disease? 
I remember one day I inadvertently hurt him. Tom took an 
incredible number of pills. Some were to slow the progression of the 
disease, some to ward off secondary infections and some to counteract 
the adverse side effects of the others; a real cocktail. The time came to 
take his medications and Tom flatly refused. I knew his throat was sore 
from infections and swallowing was painful but I also knew he had to 
take the pills. Trying to be helpful and encouraging, I reminded him that 
the pills would help and, although I sympathized with his discomfort in 
swallowing them, it was important that he do so. I reminded him that 
we all loved him and wanted him to be as well as possible as long as 
possible. Still he refused. 
"Why," I finally snapped, "Do you refuse to take them? Do you 
want to be sick?" 
With tears in his eyes, he softly replied, "No, it's because I 
don't want to be sick. I want to forget, for just awhile but, every time I 
have to take these pills, five times a day, every day for the rest of my 
life, I am over and over again reminded that I'm sick and I'm going to 
die!" 
Finally comprehending his reluctance, in silent apology I 
opened my arms and we cried together. Although it was a bad day, that 
shared moment of closeness and understanding was good. 
Sometimes when we talked, I glimpsed his pain. He never 
really dwelt on his imminent death, he seemed at peace with that. The 
loneliness caused by other's fear and ignorance was his private hell. 
His partner and dearest friend had predeceased him, leaving a terrible 
void. Friends didn't want to associate with him, seemingly in fear that 
the stigma of AIDS would rub off and they, too, would be shunned. 
Strangers stared at him with fear and/or revulsion. His biggest anguish 
was losing contact with his beloved niece. Megan was the only child of 
his younger sister and they dearly loved each other. In his fear and 
ignorance, Megan's father refused to allow her to visit Tom, fearing that 
she could become infected. Nothing could convince him of her safety. 
Although her mother still brought her occasionally, Tom felt nearly as 
bad about the conflict it was causing as he did about not seeing the 
child. In most circumstances a dying person is surrounded by caring 
family and friends, but people dying of AIDS are often shunned, the 
loneliness and isolation an added burden. 
Once in a while his nearly forgotten sense of humour and 
playfulness would break through the depression. Tom often had trouble 
sleeping and, if I heard him tossing or pacing, I would go to his room. If 
he felt up to it, we often had long, gratifying conversations. Nighttime, 
though, seemed to allow the 'demons' to attack. If he was in particularly 
low spirits, Tom would ask that the light be turned off. During these 
dark times he often disclosed his pain, his loneliness and his fear of 
death as he could at no other time. Sometimes, I would just sit in 
silence on the side of his bed and hold his hand. He said it helped keep 
the fears away and he could often fall back asleep. One night I dozed 
off and awoke to find Tom leaning over me. 
"Geez," he laughed, "didn't they tell you it was dangerous to 
sleep with someone with AIDS?" 
I know that they didn't mean the actual act of sleeping, but it 
was a light moment in a long spell of darkness and I treasure that 
moment of shared laughter. 
Soon, my three weeks was up and I had to return to Alberta. 
Our last night together, we talked the night away. This was the rest of 
our lives' and we tried to cram all those lost years into those few hours. 
We discussed with pleasure the things we had done and seen, and 
cried together for the times we would never have. We spread out the 
more than a hundred pictures I had taken and he chose some special 
ones he wanted me to take with me to remember'. When I told him I 
would come back whenever he wanted, he made me promise not to. 
He wanted me to remember him alive. I reluctantly agreed. The next 
morning as I prepared to leave, he had one last private request 
"When you get to the car," he said, turn and smile but dont 
wave. I'll do the same. Our last memories of each other will be of 
happy times shared and not goodbye." 
Holding back tears, I did as he asked. 
A few weeks later I received the call. After months of pain, Tom 
had finally died. I honoured my promise not to go to his funeral but it 
was hard to do. That day I spent looking at my pictures: the two of us 
riding an elephant Tom laughing at an overly curious black bear, Tom 
with armloads of gladioli, Tom with Megan. Other pictures of times less 
happy tried to enter my mind but I did my best to block them. I felt I 
owed it to him to only remember the good. 
I think of him often. As I write this, I have in front of me some of 
those pictures and on my desk sits the owl figurine that he bought at 
the Birds of Prey Show. I remember his words that day and envision 
him flying free. A china owl, some photos and a dried gladiola are all 
the tangible things I have of Tom, but each of them brings memories of 
our short time together. It's those memories that really matter. 
Although I miss him and I still cry, time has dulled some of the 
overwhelming emotions I felt at the time. The sharp pain of his toss has 
somewhat diminished in remembering the time we did have. Anger at 
the ignorance of people who shunned him has faded to a reluctant 
understanding. But my hatred of the horrible disease that took him 
remains bitter. AIDS destroys everyone it touches. I saw my father age 
before his time, Tom's younger brother suffer as he tried to be strong 
for us all, my half sister torn between her brother and her child's father 
and my dad's wonderful second wife endure the loss of her first-born. It 
killed Tom and changed all our lives. Sometimes I still rage at how 
devastatingly unfair it was. 
He was my brother, he was just twenty-seven, and he died. 
*The End 
SECOND PLACE: NONFtCTION-MEMOIR 
Learning to Drive the Fliver 
by "Devan Faith" 
Donna Korsiger, Drayton Valley, W.I. 
"Are you sure you can remember everything I have told you?" 
my 15 year old brother, Merv, asked me for the fifth time. 
With some hesitation, I went over the whole truck again. Start 
the truck by pushing in the clutch and touching the gas very lightly as 
not to roar the engine. Let the clutch out very easy so as not to jerk the 
truck into motion. Once in motion, let your foot off the gas and shift into 
1st gear. When the engine starts to "purr", shift into 2nd. Never try 
shifting too soon as it causes a hardship on the motor and 
transmission. I carefully went over all the instructions and he nodded 
his head. I had remembered to his satisfaction. 
I was ready for my very first driving lesson in the old 1939 
International half-ton farm truck. It, for sure, had seen better days and 
its road life had long been over. That old truck had a few things wrong 
with it but it was the best thing to teach a young girl to drive in. it turned 
long one way and short the other and had no brakes. It was battered 
until there was not a spot on its body that had not been hit at one time 
or another. The windshield was no joy either with its many cracks, I 
was short enough that one crack just hit my eye level, so I had to tip 
my head to one side to see good enough to drive. Still, it ran well 
enough for its farm uses. 
I had been after my brothers, Merv, 15, Josh, 11, and Lee, 9, 
to teach me how to drive the Fliver, as the truck was called, for years 
but, because I was a girl, it was not considered important for me to 
know such things. Even Lee, at nine years old, knew how to drive it 
with confidence. 
It was a bright, late June weekend on our homestead deep in 
the foothills of the Southern Alberta Rockies when my constant 
badgering finally wore Merv's resistance down. I was 13 in 1963 and 
was happy I would finally get to drive. So here we were in the barnyard, 
going over the instructions and I sat in the driver's seat for the first 
time. Josh and Lee watched from a safe distance. 
"OK, start it up," Merv said, with more confidence than I felt 
With slightly trembling hands I pushed in the clutch, put my other foot 
on the gas and turned the key. The motor roared to life and Merv 
scowled at me as I let off the gas. I shifted it into bun tow, the lowest 
gear, and released the clutch slowly, as I had been instructed, and the 
Fliver crept forward. Excitement coursed through me as everything 
seemed to be going so well. 
We had only gone maybe 20 feet when Merv said, "shift gears. 
You cant get anywhere going this slow." 
"This is just fine with me," I answered firmly and proceeded 
down the road at a snail's crawl, beginning to feel more confident in my 
abilities. 
With a disgusted growl, Merv opened his door and stepped 
out. Walking beside the truck, he said, "Just remember what I told you 
and you will be OK." He slammed the door and walked back to where 
my other brothers stood watching. 
I felt a shiver of fear tickle my spine at being on my own but 
then a new sense of freedom. I mentally went over Merv's instructions 
and glanced down at the clutch and gas pedal and the worn numbers 
on the gearshift. 
I got so wrapped up in checking out the gears and pedals that, 
when I looked up at the road again, panic struck me to the core. I saw 
a closed wire gate directly in front of me. I pushed on the useless brake 
pedal and tried to remember how to stop the truck and helplessly 
watched the gate crumble under the front of the truck as I frantically 
searched my mind for the instructions on how to stop this truck. 
Then, just as I passed over the gate, I remembered. SHUT 
THE KEY OFF. I did just that and the Fliver motor groaned to a stop. I 
sat shaking, with tears running down my face, still holding the steering 
wheel and wondering how I could have my first accident and I hadn't 
even been driving 10 minutes. 
Finally, with shaking legs, I got out of the truck to see what 
damage I had done. The fright turned to fury as I heard uncontrollable 
laughter coming from my three brothers. They had followed me to see 
how I handled the gate, and now stood behind the Fliver, doubled over 
with laughter. Merv was laughing so hard that tears were running down 
his face. 
Coming over to me beside the truck, he said," And this is what 
you do when you forget to stop." He reached into the back of the truck 
and pulled out an old metal milk bucket containing a hammer, a pair of 
wire cutters, staples and odd pieces of wire. With a flourish, he handed 
it to me and, still laughing, walked away. 
I stared at the bucket and, with resignation, I started to piece 
the gate back together. Since it showed many signs of being repaired, I 
knew I was not alone in forgetting instructions. 
Giving the once-more closed gate a final inspection, I turned 
toward the Fliver again and prepared to take an even bigger step. It 
was a bigger test than first getting behind the wheel. I had to get 
behind that wheel again and drive the River out into the field and turn it 
around. Then I had to come back to this very gate and go through it 
properly, this time taking the Fliver back to where it had to go. 
I glanced around after sliding behind the wheel, to see if I had 
an audience this time but the boys had obviously had their fun and 
gone off to find something else to do. 
Once more I mentally went over the instructions and, with new 
determination, pushed in the clutch and turned the key. I didn't roar the 
engine this time and cautiously put it in gear. The Fliver crept forward 
and I found myself laughing out loud as I made my way into the field to 
learn how to turn it around and test myself on turning. I taught myself to 
make sure I had lots of room if turning the short way, as it would need it 
to make the turn. The long way, I had to be careful not to turn it too 
sharp, as it made very frightening grinding noises if I did. I practiced 
shutting it off and starting it again. I even changed gears that first day 
out in the field. 
By the time I approached that gate again, I felt sure I would not 
run it over. In my haste, I shut the key off a little too far away from the 
gate but I felt that at least the gate was safe even if I had to walk 
farther. 
The boys barely even gave me a glance as I parked it and 
hopped out. It was kind of disappointing not to be congratulated on 
learning something so important. 
I'd like to say that was the last time I had to use the repair 
bucket but it would be a lie. As I learned to use the higher gears and go 
faster in the old Fliver, I found it easier to forget to gear down when 
approaching a gate or fence. I was getting to be a regular pro at 
patching fences. 
The problem of turning short one way and long the other 
plagued me. This proved itself to be the case one hot summer day. 
I was merrily chugging along, going a little faster on this clear 
stretch of dusty, dirt road down in the trees behind the corrals. Josh 
was coming towards me with the tractor but there was plenty of room 
for both of us to pass so I never slowed down or pulled to the side. He 
didn't slow either but speeded up some. 
He was laughing as he played chicken with me, bearing down 
on me with great glee. The tractor looked like a monster in comparison 
to the River. I kept waiting for him to turn away to his side off the road 
and, when it looked like he wouldn't, I turned the wheel. I realized too 
late that I had turned short instead of long. A tree was waiting to meet 
the River and me. A sickening crunch tossed me forward into the 
steering wheel and sent the fan though the radiator. Steam gushed 
from under the crumpled hood. 
Naturally, this was all my fault. I should have known better than 
to be driving that fast and turning the wrong way. 
Thus ended the life of the River. Due to its ripe old age, parts 
were near impossible to find so it ended its days parked down in the 
trees where it had met its doom. 
I'll always hold a soft spot in my heart for that old truck and my 
first driving lesson. 
***The End*** 
THIRD PLACE: NONFICTION-MEMOIR 
Happy Birthday 
by Helen Coonan, Wandering River W.I. 
Of all the birthdays I have had the pleasure of sharing with 
friends, one in particular will long be remembered. As my dear friend, 
Florence, always says, 'God works in His own mysterious ways," and 
maybe it was because of this that I happened to be going along to 
share in the afternoon of Delia's birthday. 
Vivian, a special friend, moved away from our little community 
and, though she is missed, now has a beautiful home along the shore 
of a lake. She now lives about half an hour away from our community 
and always welcomes friends when they drive out for visits. Being the 
kind and considerate person that Vivian is, she usually remembers 
friends on their birthdays and greatly enjoys their company on such 
occasions. 
It so happened that Vivian's friend, Delia, would be celebrating 
her birthday quite soon. Vivian made plans to celebrate the upcoming 
event and confided this to her neighbour, Florence. It was Florence's 
duty to phone Delia and find out if the chosen day would be 
convenient. Then Florence would offer to pick Delia up and give her a 
ride to the 'party place.' 
On the eve of the party, Florence asked Vivian for Delia's 
phone number (which ended with the numbers 2155). In her haste to 
make the phone call, Florence dialed a wrong number. Nevertheless, a 
pleasant feminine voice, presumably Delia's, answered at the other 
end of the line. 
"Hello," came the female voice from the number dialed. 
"Hello, Delia," said Florence, 
"Who am I talking t?" asked the pleasant tone. 
"Oh, this is Florence." 
"Well," she began, "it is so nice to talk to someone I know, 
because sometimes strangers phone and it can be scary, especially at 
night" 
Florence then inquired as to whether she, (meaning Delia) had 
been doing much driving, as no one had seen her lately. 
"I haven't been driving because of the cataracts on my eyes," 
was the answer. 
Florence was a bit surprised, because she hadnt heard of 
Delia having cataracts. However, she felt it wasn't appropriate to 
mention this at the moment. 
"Well, I just wanted to tell you that I would like to pick you up 
for your birthday tomorrow," Florence explained. "We will be going to 
Vivian's house. I'll come by at 1:30. 
"Going to Vivian's? That will be nice. Yes, of course I'll come. 
I'll be ready at 1:30. Thank you!" With that said, both ladies hung up. 
What Florence didn't realize was that she had just finished 
speaking with Lena, and not Delia. Lena is one of the seniors in the 
community who doesn't drive and spends much of her time alone at 
home. She had been looking forward to visiting Vivian in her new home 
and saw this invitation as the perfect opportunity. Meanwhile, Florence 
had told Vivian that Delia would be happy to come for a birthday visit. 
With all that settled, Vivian got busy baking a birthday cake for the 
occasion. 
On the morning of the party, Florence and I met for coffee. She 
told me all about the birthday celebrations and suggested that I might 
come, too, if Vivian didn't mind one more person. Before I could 
answer, Florence was already phoning Vivian who, I knew, would say, 
"Why not?" I was instructed to be at Florence's house by 1:30. She 
would pick up Delia and then the three of us would travel to Vivian's 
together. 
I arrived at Florence's at the allotted time and waited for what 
seemed like hours. I was just beginning to think that it would soon be 
too late for afternoon tea when Florence arrived back from Delia's, 
alone. She informed me that there had been nobody home at Delia's 
house. This was certainly strange, as Florence was certain Delia had 
promised to be ready for 1:30. Florence was confused, for Delia had 
seemed very happy about going to Vivian's. 
Determined to sort things out, we went into the house and 
found Delia's number in the phonebook. We dialed Delia's number and 
received no results, for apparently no one was home. It was at this 
point that Florence contacted Vivian to confirm the phone number. 
Vivian then gave us the correct number but, once again, Florence 
dialed it incorrectly. Incidentally, Florence dialed the number exactly as 
she had the night before and, once again, Lena answered the phone, 
not Delia. 
Florence, still not aware of what was going on, asked to speak 
to Delia. 
The reply was, "This is Lena, not Delia, and I have been 
waiting for an hour to get picked up to go to Vivian's." 
Without hesitation, Florence told Lena she would be there 
shortly. After hanging up, Florence explained to me what I had already 
suspected. My response was that Lena was also a friend of Vivian's 
and, since Florence promised to pick her up, there was no choice but 
to follow through with that promise. Still uncertain, Florence phoned 
Vivian and explained the situation to her. 
"I've been talking to another lady, not the birthday gid, but she 
is ready and waiting to go to your place. What should I do?" Florence 
asked Vivian. 
"Bring her, of course," Vivian replied. "I've been waiting to have 
her over because she doesn't get out much, so this is good timing." 
After Florence had hung up the phone she declared, "Oh, my 
gracious! I dont know where Lena lives!" 
"Getting to Lena's is not all that difficult" I assured Florence. I 
had been going to visit Lena for years, so I knew the area well. It was 
practically along the road we would be traveling on, anyway. Perhaps 
this was the mysterious reason I had chanced to be invited to the party. 
As it turned out, this was the lady Florence had planned on visiting for 
some time now and today turned out to be the beginning of a new 
friendship. 
At any rate, it wasn't long before Lena was with us and we 
were on our way to Vivian's. Though it was going to be a nice 
afternoon, it would also be somewhat disappointing because we 
wouldn't be able to share in Delia's birthday. 
Shortly after we arrived at Vivian's, we were treated to a tour of 
her lovely new home. Later came the best surprise of all. Delia arrived 
with her husband, Louie. After Florence had phoned Vivian and 
explained her mistake, Vivian had decided to try her luck. By this time, 
Delia and Louie had arrived home from town. Vivian invited them over 
and, fortunately, they accepted the invitation. The birthday girl came for 
cake after all and we were pleased that Lena was with us, too. I guess 
it just goes to show that not all mistakes are bad and some are meant 
to happen, 
T h e End 
'if you're (Mng on a pension, the onfy way to get By is to eliminate some 
things...(uie the Cast 19 days of the monthi 
The Old Swimming Hole 
by "Bushman's Daughter" 
Marilee Kosik, Darwell W.I. 
Sometimes, in memory, I go back again 
To a bright summer day long ago, 
To the laughter, fun and friendships, all shared 
By the gang at the old swimming hole. 
I can hear, in my mind, the laughter and shrieks 
As we swung over the pool, dark below. 
Then, losing our grip, we fell from the rope 
And splashed down in the old swimming hole. 
I can feel the welcome warmth of the sun 
As we shivered and shook, wet and cold. 
So softly it filtered down through the trees 
That surrounded the old swimming hole. 
Girls sharing secrets and talking 'bout boys 
As they watched us with eyes bright and bold. 
Like most of my friends, I got my first kiss 
From a boy at the old swimming hole. 
Each of us has some memory from youth, 
Something private and special to hold. 
Others may value some person or thing 
But to me it's the old swimming hole. 
Snow 
by Phyllis Kosik, Darnell, W.I. 
Soft and fluffy or granular as sugar 
Always cold 
It blankets all. 
The sunlight and moonlight 
Show diamond-like points 
Sparkling bright 
Light as feathers 
Floating down 
So we make angels. 
Heavy with water 
Packing so easily 
We roll it into balls. 
Down the hillsides 
Swooshing to and fro 
On one board or two. 
Over the fields 
Others stride straight 
And push onward. 
But being inside 
All warm and toasty 
We look at the scene. 
No wind to disturb 
The picture now painted 
Calm and serene. 
Come join me now 
At my window tonight 
To enjoy winter's snow. 
Alberta 2003 
by "Prairie Girl" 
Winnie Hamerlindl, Drayton Valley W.I. 
Come to Alberta, 
Where snow melts in January and 
snow falls in July. 
Come to Alberta, 
Where your valentine is a tulip in February 
and an icicle in May. 
Come to Alberta, 
Where grass is green as a shamrock in March 
and the garden brown as dust in July. 
Come to Alberta, 
Where in April it can rain all day 
and in August dust blows everywhere. 
Come to Alberta, 
Where it is so cold in October we think of Christmas 
and so warm in December we think of Spring. 
Come to Alberta, 
Where life is full of surprises and we get a glimpse 
of the beauty of all creation 
every month of the year. 
FIRST PLACE: NONFICTION- TRAVEL 
Barbados 2003: A Handicapped Journey 
by Margaret Dinnsen, Eagle Valley W.I. 
Christmas 2002. My eldest daughter and I were putting the 
final touches on preparations to travel to Barbados for three months of 
sea and sand. 
Due to the limited mobility I have experienced over the past 
several years, the decision to travel was not taken lightly. With some 
misgivings, after many consultations with the Doctor, we arrived at the 
Calgary Airport, Air Canada counter, late evening January 7,2003. 
Anita made the travel arrangements over the Internet, making 
it apparent that we would require assistance to board and transfer 
airplanes. We had chosen to go first class because of the larger seats 
available, and the assistance we required was more readily available. 
We were disappointed when there was little aid in the boarding 
process. Leaving our sons and husband at the passenger's gate, Anita 
got worn out pushing me and our personal luggage to the departure 
gate. My wheelchair, walker, and our larger pieces of luggage had 
been processed earlier and placed on board by considerate staff. 
With the new, post 911 rules and regulations, all our luggage, 
purses, even the passport purse from around my neck, were removed, 
opened and slid through the electronic eyes. Not one employee offered 
to help Anita collect and repack them, although several had been quick 
enough to dump their contents out on the conveyor belts. 
About then I panicked, as all my moneys and identification 
were splattered about some distance from where I had been left. Anita 
had juggled all my luggage as well as her own, for she had been 
ordered to push me to a separate gate. There, I was searched 
manually, scanned with a hand held electronic "eye" and left. The 
airport chair I was in was not designed for operation by the rider and 
required someone to push it. The gate guards were not busy at the 
time, but just not interested in being helpful. 
Anita struggled, repacking her load and mine, then returned to 
rescue me, and we were on our way to the departure gate. With a 
delay in boarding, I was in the washroom when the call finally came 
and missed it We were asked to wait until everyone else had boarded. 
That was no problem. The gate staff was considerate and apologetic. 
The seat I was assigned to had some kind of malfunction and 
insisted on laying back. Apparently regulations require that the seat be 
in an upright position during take-off and landing. The frazzled 
attendant in charge of our area insisted that I sit up in such a manner 
that the chair remain upright. We were tired from the struggle to get 
aboard and her attitude did nothing to make us feel welcome. It was 
our conclusion, at that time, that we should never again try to travel first 
class and pay the extra cost. We still had to fend for ourselves. 
After take-off, a second stewardess came and kindly 
suggested that I take a seat in the middle aisle that was not laid back. I 
moved and enjoyed a fairly comfortable flight, only to have the original 
attendant demand that I return to the broken chair as we landed. 
I tried, without success, to communicate to her that if 'upright' 
was the safety issue, what was her problem with me remaining where I 
was? The chair I was in sat perfectly straight up. She again demanded 
I return to my originally assigned seat, so we took the original, broken 
chair. It made as much sense as the plastic knife with the silver dinner 
fork on our meal trays. 
Arriving at Toronto, we had to circle the airport awaiting 
permission to land. Upon landing, there was no assistant available 
because staff did not come on duty until seven a.m. 
Anita, who always pays close attention to detail, was furious. 
"They could have told us, and we could have taken a flight at another 
time if staffing was a problem!" She sighed, close to tears in her 
exhaustion, and feeling her attempts to make this flight a comfortable 
experience had gone down the drain. 
There was a problem with the wheelchair. I am of hefty 
proportions and did not fit comfortably into their courtesy chair. Once 
again, it was Anita who had to juggle all our luggage and push me thru 
the airport, get me on and off the shuttle, and find our way to 
international departures. 
It was early morning and the connecting tunnel was locked. An 
elevator ride was required. The elevator was locked and Anita had to 
search for an employee with a key, while I sat out in the cold awaiting 
rescue. The employee who came was annoyed at having to come out 
in the cold. She switched on the elevator, pushed me in, and said 
someone would exit me on top. This left Anita out in the cold, with most 
of the luggage. 
The woman did not return the elevator for Anita, who had to 
find her own way into the building and up the escalator to where I was 
waiting. 
We inquired as to the location of our gate and were told "just a 
little way down the hall*. Perhaps if you can walk, are not loaded down 
with parcels nor have your buttocks inserted into a space not wide 
enough to accommodate them, perhaps then the walk seems short. It 
seemed to us to continue forever, but did give us time to warm up from 
our frigid encounter with Toronto's weather. 
Arriving at our gate, we asked if we could board early, as it 
would take us some time to walk through the tunnel connecting the 
plane. The attendants here were accommodating, and we made our 
painful and slow approach to the plane. 
Once aboard, the crew were helpful, kind and considerate. The 
seats were twice the size of those on the plane we had just 
disembarked, and the food was excellent. Anita was disappointed 
because she had set her mouth for the omelets she could smell 
warming, only to be told they were all gone before the waiter got to our 
area. I enjoyed the quiche, fresh fruit and juices. 
Landing in Barbados, there was a delay in disembarking due to 
twelve other passengers requiring wheelchairs. The aircrew were 
cheery, and set us up by the door where we enjoyed the sights and 
aromas of tropical palms and endless sea. 
A Bajon attendant was assigned us. Seeing the difficulty I had 
settling into the Air Canada chair, he suggested that he retrieve my 
own wheelchair. After being lowered from the plane via a modified 
forklift onto the Barbadian landscape, we entered the airport and, 
thankfully, sank into my own wheelchair. 
This attendant stayed with us during our inspection thru 
customs. When Anita's brand new bag was found damaged, he helped 
us fill out the appropriate forms, then took us out of the airport and 
secured a taxi for us. We felt honoured and cared for by this 
considerate employee of Air Canada in Barbados. 
Barbados, land of our dreams; palm trees, endless seaside, 
friendly natives, tropical cuisine, warm breezes. Twenty hours after 
leaving our home in frigid cold and blowing snow, we had arrived. 
Barbados is the third oldest democracy in the world. It was one 
of the first nations to abolish slavery. There were both African slaves 
and indentured British workers among the plantation owners, sailors 
and adventurers who inhabited the island, so no colour bar evolved. 
English was the common language. British traditions were embraced. 
"Little England" became her nickname. 
Here you find Trafalgar Square, Victoria race track, Hasting 
Street; British styled buildings, gardens, and parliamentary 
proceedings; cricket and polo. 
The island of Barbados almost fits into the city of Calgary. At 
one hundred and sixty-six square miles, it is fourteen miles wide and 
twenty-one miles long. A half-day's journey takes you around the 
island. 
Beautiful, long white sand beaches greet you along the West 
Coast, where the port of Bridgetown is located and cruise ships are 
often found in the harbour. Further up the west coast is the port of 
Holetown, a working port where many ships unload the materials, 
foods and merchandise required for daily living. 
The east Coast, in contrast, is one of high cliffs, pounding seas 
and a few surfing beaches. Not for the timid or inexperienced swimmer. 
These keep to the public beaches along the west coast with names 
such as Miami, Hot Pot, Fisherman's Wharf and Oiesten's. 
We tried several beaches before settling into Miami Beach. It 
provided a gentle slope down which I could get with my walker. There 
was a protected area of ocean for swimming and exercising. It is also a 
popular place for local Bajons, who were always attentive to my needs, 
and considerate of my handicap. So concerned, in fact, that the only 
bruising I acquired while on holidays, was from the concerned and 
friendly fingers that would latch on to me when they thought I was 
floundering in the sea. Which, indeed, I was but I learned to work with 
the waves to regain an upright position. 
The island is divided into twelve parishes, named after the 
original churches that were built in each area. Christ Church contains 
Bridgetown, the cruise wharf, Parliament Buildings, a central shopping 
area, the bus depots and the soccer stadium. Others include Saint 
Phillips, Saint Thomas, Saint Michael, Saint Johns, and the still wild 
and open St. Lucy at the northernmost end of the island where the 
winds blow and the sea lashes up against the high northern cliffs. 
We were lodged in St. Phillips, two blocks from the sea. The 
height of the cliffs in this area, on the east side of the island, was far 
too rugged and high for me to enter the ocean, but the breeze off the 
water kept the temperatures pleasantly comfortable. 
Many islanders who had left home in their late teens or early 
twenties for employment abroad are now returning. The once 
predominate little wooden huts are now being replaced by large, 
cement blockhouses. 
Once, the house was for sleeping, a shelter from the storm, 
with most activities; washing, cooking, gardening, performed outside. 
School was identified by the uniform you wore with pride. A code of 
conduct, that you were expected to adhere to, was instilled in each 
student. You knew all your neighbours, because you saw them every 
day as you passed by on your way to work or school. 
The returning natives have absorbed a different set of values, 
are at the age of retirement, and no longer wish to garden, or to do 
their wash or cooking outdoors. New homes are self contained, with 
modern kitchens, washing machines, fridges, TV's, and air conditioning 
where needed. They are covering the soil with coral and concrete so as 
to eliminate the grasses, shrubs, and trees that spring up so readily in 
the heat and humidity. 
The returning natives are isolated from their neighbours to the 
point it is a concern for the community. While we were there, we heard 
many advertisements on the radio encouraging the returning 
population to get outside and interact, in their area, with their 
neighbours, 
Due to restricted pathways, the roads are often narrow and 
crowded with bicycles, busses, cars and pedestrians. The death toll on 
the highways is surprisingly low. The natives use a series of honks and 
signals when passing or approaching other vehicles on the roads. 
The bus system is struggling to maintain access across the 
island. At present, all bus routes lead into Bridgetown, the island's 
largest town and hub of its activities. From there you access the bus 
that will transport you to any of the twelve parishes around the island. 
Each new bus ride costs you $2.50 Barbadian. 
A long established contract with the USA keeps the currency 
set at two Bajon dollars for one American. Purchases may be made in 
either currency. Prices are equivalent to those in a tourist trap in 
Calgary. 
The island is set on a base of coral. There are magnificent 
underground caves, accessible via electronic cars. This unique Bajon 
experience should not be passed by. Natives worry that the constant 
vibration from planes that daily land and take off, and the many 
vehicles that returning nationals are bringing with them, will cause such 
a vibration as to collapse the island. It is of constant concern to the 
politicians and engineers that are responsible for maintaining 
transportation, road construction, and building permits. 
Shopping malls are springing up in the outlaying parishes, and 
international corporations are building multimillion-dollar resorts and 
hotels. The natives, who have always had access to the shores of their 
island, are finding the fences and privatization of the beaches a hard 
fact to accept All nationalities are represented on the island, and many 
small restaurants provide an international choice of cuisine. 
There is a submarine you can ride under the sea and 
experience first hand the exciting underwater ecology. There are 
helicopters that will take you for an oversight of the island. And there 
are the beaches, the warm sands, welcoming waves and friendly 
smiles you can enjoy and tuck into your memory. 
Local fishermen provide a daily feast and weekend revelry on 
Oisten's Wharf that is attended by tourists and natives alike from 
across the island. 
January, February and March were wonderfully warm. April 
became hotter. While Anita appreciated it, I did not and was happy to 
board the plane back to Canada on April 7, 2003. Anita wanted to stay, 
and I assured her that my health and mobility had increased to the 
stage where I could handle the journey. She spent several hours at the 
airport, insuring my needs would be met, and insisting on written 
instructions that she handed to me, should I encounter any problems. 
Our Bajon attendant had suggested that I request my own wheelchair 
be used, and that using it would assure an attendant who would bring it 
from the belly of the plane up to the disembarking tunnels. 
I had only my purse and lift walker to carry aboard. The journey 
home was attended by courteous crews, and Air Canada staff did their 
best to make my way comfortable. Even when they lost my wheeled 
walker in Toronto, they held back the plane while they searched. There 
was a fax waiting for me in Calgary, with an apologetic employee who 
assured us the walker would be delivered the following day, which it 
was. 
My advice to handicapped travelers is to get to the airport 
early, prepared to wait. Carry a minimum load with you, putting the rest 
underneath. Use your own wheelchair, and ask that all your 
instructions be written out on the itinerary you must carry with you. Pre-
order your meal if you have food preferences. 
Barbados is wonderful I English is spoken across the island, 
albeit with a Bajon accent your ear needs to be attuned to. British 
tradition is strong. Courtesy abounds, and Air Canada can do a good 
job getting you there, with a little help from you, their passenger. 
•"The End"* 
Enjoy yourseSfl. 
if you don% what wuTyou have to be nostalgic about in your oOfage? 
SECOND PLACE: NONFICTIQN-TRAVEL 
A Historical Holiday 
by Phyllis Kosik, Darwell, W.I. 
One winter, quite a few years ago now, my husband was 
working for a firm that decided it would pay for a trip to Hawaii for each 
of its employees. We decided that Hawaii wasnt for us at that time and 
asked if we could have the cash instead so we could travel within North 
America. That request was granted and we plotted our trip for weeks 
before the designated time off. 
At the time, we were living in northern Saskatchewan. It was 
mid -March. We packed the car with everything but our small bag for 
toothbrushes and other small essentials and planned to get an early 
start the next morning. We got up at five a.m., showered and dressed, 
and walked out to the kitchen to have a bit of breakfast. 
"Oh No!!!" I couldnt believe my eyes! It was snowing like crazy! 
Not only that, it evidently had snowed all night. When I went to the door 
and tried to open it, it was blocked with a pile of snow. The cars in the 
yard were barely visible and the street was nonexistent. "We can't get 
out of the driveway for hours, not even up the street. We're not going 
anywhere today!" 
Always the optimist, Joe remarked, There must be a reason 
for us not to start today. Take it easy! We can put the finishing touches 
on our trip and enjoy the day off at home." 
Just then the announcer on the radio broke into our 
conversation with, "The unexpected storm we are experiencing has 
struck all of northern Saskatchewan. Most schools will be closed (here 
he named the schools in our area of the province). Anyone that does 
not have a necessity to be on the roads is asked to stay at home. The 
highways are almost totally blocked. The plows are out in full force but 
are only able to keep the major arteries open for emergency vehicles," 
Three days later they finally came and plowed out our street. 
We had had a total of about seven inches of snow in our area. The 
boys had shoveled out the driveway a couple times, and now were out 
shoveling what the plow had left at the end of it. We might just get 
away the next morning. 
We finally got going down the road early the next morning. The 
sky had cleared and the roads were banked with ten-foot piles of snow, 
but we were, at last, on our way. We drove south towards Saskatoon, 
then west towards Calgary. They didn't have quite as much snow in the 
southern parts of the provinces as we had in northern Saskatchewan, 
so we were able to see some of the scenery as we sped along the 
highways. We headed south again at Calgary and into the United 
States. We crossed the border at Coutts and headed southwest, 
towards Butte, Montana. 
We decided to skirt Butte and found a very nice motel in Deer 
Lodge. We walked around the town after our late supper and did some 
window-shopping. They really had some lovely things for us to see. We 
felt that we had settled the meal enough and we could turn in early. 
Our first morning in the holiday started off extremely foggy. 
Even after we had breakfast, the fog was so intense you could not 
make out the other side of the street. We decided to head out, thinking 
that the fog would clear as we climbed the nearby pass through the 
mountains. It was a very slow process. We stayed in the right lane all 
the way. As we ascended the side of the mountain, the fog did clear 
and the scenery was breathtaking! I've always loved the mountains and 
the scenery here told my heart why. 
We were winding around the mountain on our ascent and, all 
of a sudden, there was a mountain of snow in the middle of the road. 
There had obviously been an avalanche. So...very carefully, Joe turned 
our station wagon around and we headed back down. On our descent 
we saw fast running streams that were inviting for fishing. Both of us 
commented on what we thought the fishing would be like and said that 
we should plan to come in the summer to give it a try. 
As we took the last turn and headed back into town, we saw 
this huge structure in the middle of the road. We wondered as to what it 
would be, because neither of us had seen it on our way up. Once past 
it, we stopped to look. Guess what?...it was a sign! "Avalanche! Do Not 
Attempt Pass!" 
I commented, "My Dad always said, The Lord looks after fools 
and drunks.' We haven't been drinking, so I guess we're a pair of 
fools." 
Joe just laughed, "Somebody sure was looking after us, even if 
we weren't." 
We had to get our maps out and study them again. We had to 
figure a way to get to Las Vegas, Nevada in time to meet Joe's brother 
and sister-in-law. After plotting our course, we decided it might be safer 
to inquire at the gas station if there was news of any more avalanches 
that would change our plans further. 
We had a choice, to go back a bit before heading north and 
then west, or go south, then west. We opted for the southerly route. We 
took the freeway through Butte, as we didnt relish the thought of the 
downtown traffic in such a big, industrious city. We made it through 
without incident and continued on through the mountains, crossing a 
corner of the state of Idaho as the highway turned more southerly. 
We crossed another state line just before we drove through 
expansive Salt Lake City, Utah. On an impulse, we pulled off on one of 
the off-ramps and did a bit of touring. We had missed the turn for the 
famous Mormon Tabernacle, so decided we would try to find it on 
another trip. Back on the freeway, we enjoyed a view of much of the 
city. 
The city was soon behind us as the highway headed more 
southwesterly. The scenery was breathtaking! The foothills were 
expansive and reminded me of my home in northern Ontario. We finally 
saw signs stating the mileage to Las Vegas, Nevada. The desert was 
something I had not seen before and I was thrilled to see little 
roadrunner birds speeding between cacti. 
The cactus plants were of various types. Some tall as 
mountain pines we had just passed, their arms lifted high, some short 
as the ones we have in a flowerpot at home, small branches sprawling 
along the ground. Some of them even had lovely flowers, some 
pinkish, but most were shades of yellow. I used up most of the film I 
had left 
We expected Las Vegas to be a big city, but we didn't expect 
so many lights. Someone told us later that some brochures describe it 
as the city of lights. We found a motel with a vacancy sign and rented a 
room. After freshening up, we went looking for a place to eat. 
Everywhere we went there were small shops with souvenirs. Every 
shop had at least one slot machine. The big casinos had huge slot 
machines with large drums at their entrances. Joe had seen this before 
and it didn't catch his attention at all, but I had to stop and watch as 
someone dropped a handful of money into one and pulled on the huge 
lever at the side. The drum turned and pictures blurred by but, when 
the drum stopped, none of the pictures matched. I tried to figure the 
odds of winning. They were pretty slim! 
We went into one of the casinos and passed by hundreds of 
smaller machines, and finally came to a restaurant entrance. We chose 
the smorg section and finally had a full meal instead of the small 
snacks we had been eating on the road. I got my fill of fruit. 
We decided to limit our daily spending, so we wouldn't get 
taken in by the glitz and glamour of the city and blow all our money. We 
decided that because it was so late in the day already, that we would 
only spend a few dollars each in the small machines on our way out of 
the building and get back to the motel by eleven. That would give us 
about an hour and a half to settle our meal as we strolled between 
machines and out the door. We walked slower on the return to the 
motel and looked in the windows of the souvenir shops, debating what 
would be good gifts for whom, and planned to make some purchases 
the next day. 
The morning broke brightly and we were full of energy. We 
were to meet Joe's brother at 9 am. We dressed hurriedly and rushed 
out to the meeting place without even thinking of breakfast. We were a 
little early for the appointment but they were there ahead of us. We 
enjoyed a leisurely breakfast together and decided to do some 
shopping before lunch. My sister-in-law had a list of what she wanted 
to find, and that meant going to specialty shops. It proved interesting 
for all of us. 
We found a poster on the street somewhere that Dean Martin 
had a dinner show in town. We went back to our motel room and 
phoned for seats. Whoever was on the phone gave us the wrong 
information, because when we got there and were ushered to our 
reserved table, we were too late for dinner. We could order wine only. 
Neither Joe nor I like wine and we were more than disappointed. We all 
enjoyed the show and hoped we could still get something to eat, but 
were told that the kitchen was closed. To say we were disappointed is 
an understatement! 
Here we are, dressed to the nines. It is now 10 pm and none of 
us has eaten since noon. What to do? We drove aimlessly down the 
street. The only place that was still open, other than the casinos, was a 
MacDonald's. "It's better than starving until morning!" so in we went. 
Talk about some weird looks! How often do you think someone dresses 
in formal attire to dine at MacDonald's? That said, we went each to our 
own motels for the night and planned to meet again the next morning 
for breakfast. 
We spent a second day with my in-laws and ended our tour of 
casinos at "Circus Circus." Now there's a place that fascinated me! On 
the main floor was the casino with all the usual casino tables and 
machines, but the second floor was a world unto its own. Here, you 
had the full Circus atmosphere! On the circumference of the building 
was the midway, complete with rides, games and eateries. In the 
center was the circus itself. They had trapeze artists, someone who 
had taught dogs a bunch of tricks, another who had monkeys doing all 
kinds of unusual things and, of course, clowns and tumblers, it was 
wonderful fun! 
The next morning Joe and I bid farewell to his brother and 
sister-in-law after breakfast, drove out of the desert's "Fun City" and 
began our trek south and eastward. We stopped and marveled at the 
Hoover dam. The size of this structure is far beyond what we had 
pictured from what we had read. The expression, "You have to see it to 
believe it!" comes to mind. We bought post cards and took pictures, 
then continued. 
We stopped in Flagstaff, Arizona to stretch our legs and get a 
bite to eat. We watched a Navajo do sand art. I was amazed at the 
intricate pictures he was making in the sand. The details were fantastic! 
We took more pictures and went on our way. 
Our next stop was in Albuquerque, New Mexico. Here we 
bought clothing and a sombrero each. When we came out of one store 
and had to back out of our parking spot, Joe backed into a power pole. 
I teased him for years, because he was looking at some girls in short 
shorts instead of where he was driving. 
From Albuquerque, we made our way east, across the 
panhandle of Texas, stopping for drinks at Amarillo, then northerly 
across the corner of Oklahoma and into Kansas, stopping for 
something to eat at Wichita. We enjoyed the break there by going 
through a museum that had a front like an old western movie town. We 
even climbed a hill to read the tombstones on Boot Hill. 
Heading north, now, we enjoyed the countryside and found 
many spots we thought would be nice to build our dream house. Isn't it 
a fun thing to do when you travel? To dream out loud and no one 
makes fun of those dreams. That was something that we did a lot that 
we both enjoyed. 
We continued our trek northward, driving through Nebraska, 
South Dakota and North Dakota. We stopped several times to see the 
sights, including a long stop at Mount Rushmore. We had both read 
about and studied in school about the presidents whose faces were 
carved into the side of the mountain, but to actually see it, that was a 
tremendous experience! These faces are huge! You aren't that close to 
them from where we were, but you can see the detail and seeing the 
size gives one the impression of the length of time and all the work it 
required to accomplish such a feat. 
The park leading to the observation post is a history lesson on 
its own. Along the trail, they have small plaques, each with the name of 
a state, or country that the U.S. acquired, the year, and a short history 
about it. We were both impressed with this park and thought that 
Canada ought to have something similar. 
We stopped at a hot springs, a few museums and 
enjoyed a leisurely trip through the ten or eleven states. We felt that we 
had seen some of the places we had only read about, either in fiction 
or in school studies. We visited places we hadn't known much about 
before we left. 
We got back to Canada with only a couple days of our holiday 
left, so we had to make a beeline for home. All in all, though, we both 
enjoyed the trip even if we did get off a few days later than planned. 
We had taken numerous rolls of film of pictures to help us remember 
this wonderful adventure. We had spent some nights in motels and 
others in campsites and taken our time covering a large span of 
country. We thought it a wonderful experience and would encourage 
anyone to see a bit of our North American continent in a leisurely 
fashion, as we had. 
The End 
THIRD PLACE: NONFICTION-TRAVEL 
Atlanta or Bust 
by "Devan Faith" 
Donna Korsiger, Drayton Valley W.I. 
What prompted me to travel the whole way across the United 
States in 48 hours? Well, my daughter Nadine's wedding, of course. 
She had met this wonderful young man while on holidays in the 
Dominican Republic and, in order to speed up her immigration to the 
United States, they had planned a hurry-up wedding. 
She was quitting her job in Calgary and moving to Atlanta, 
Georgia where her future husband lived near his family. So I took two 
weeks off from my job to drive down with her in her brand new car. 
I arrived in Calgary Monday afternoon, July 18, 2000 and met 
with a very excited Nadine. She took me to the basement suite that she 
was sharing with her college friend, Trina. There we made plans on 
what we should do. The panic was on because Nadine's car was still in 
the body shop getting faulty parts replaced. They had promised to have 
it done long before she had planned this trip. To save time, it was 
decided that we should fill her rental car with the stuff she wanted to 
take with her and fill mine with the stuff that could be shipped later or 
just come home with me. 
With these thoughts in mind we went to bed early to get as 
much rest as we could before our trip the following day. I had had my 
boss run a route schedule off the computer so we had a good idea how 
long it should take us, and how far it was in kilometers, because 
Nadine's car was Canadian and did not show the American miles. We 
would just have to convert them to keep to the speed limit in the States. 
On Tuesday we slept as late as we could but Nadine was 
quite anxious to get started and I was feeling the pressure of it 
all, too. She phoned about her car to make sure the parts were 
there before loading both my car and the rental, ready for 
transfer into Nadine's car when we picked it up. Nadine phoned 
the body shop every hour but the car was not ready and they 
seemed to be in no hurry to have it ready on time. They were 
delaying us so much on getting the car that we were afraid we 
would not be able to get down there in time for Nadine to sign 
her half of the marriage license in Waynesville, North Carolina. 
That's where they had planned the wedding because there was no 
waiting period there. 
Trina, who has worked in the car industry, made a phone call 
to a VIP and he raised so much trouble for the auto body shop that 
they sent to Strathmore for a car identical to Nadine's to obtain the 
parts that they had ordered wrong. This cost them a pretty penny but 
they had had the car since June 30th. There was no excuse for waiting 
so long to reorder the parts. 
We were able to pick up the car on the nose of 5 pm. It was 
indeed a struggle to get all the boxes and stuff in Nadine's Ford Escort, 
as it was quite a bit smaller that the Toyota Corolla rented car. We did 
save a little time because we did not have to return the rented car. 
July 18, 2000: 5 pm. We are all loaded and headed down 
Deerfoot Trail in Calgary, Alberta. The car was running well, as it 
should because it was brand new. Overcast skies but no rain as of yet. 
It was a late start but we both felt rested and more relaxed now that we 
were on our way. According to our route plan, it should take us 48 
hours to make this trip. We had such high hopes. 
6:05 pm. Passed High River, headed south on Highway #2. 
The overcast skies still have us a little worried because it looks darker 
the farther south we go, The car made a slight flutter every once in a 
while but otherwise was running well. Still no rain, but the threat was 
there. 
6:50 pm. Passed though Claresholm, Alberta. Nadine still felt 
she could drive while we were on familiar highways. We do stop for a 
quick cappuccino and something to nibble. Neither one of us wanted to 
eat much because it would make us sleepy, and the night would be 
long enough already. The car quit the fluttering but then it started 
again. This time it was worse than before, with it happening every 
kilometer or so. We speculate that it could be water in the gas. 
7:20 pm. We stopped for gas at Fort McLeod, Alberta. The 
rain has stopped and it looks like the weather will remain good, at least 
in the Canadian leg of this trip. Our gas came to $22.00 Canadian 
money. 
8:00 pm. We took the scenic route through Lethbridge. It had 
been so long since I was last in that city, I forgot how to pass through it 
on the trucker's route. It proved to be a pleasant sight but we really 
don't have time for sightseeing, as Nadine reminded me. Finally we 
find Highway #4 South to the border. The weather is remaining 
overcast but the rain is holding off. 
9:00 pm. As we near the border, both Nadine and I are starting 
to worry that we could have problems if they figure she is actually 
moving to the States. With much relief, we crossed the border into 
Montana. No problems. They asked us where we were going and if we 
had any alcohol or tobacco to claim and seemed disinterested in what 
else we might have in our vehicle. Interstate 15 for 188 km here we 
come! Speed limit is 70 mph, or 120 kph. We are already 304 km into 
our trip, all of it on Canadian soil. From here on we would be on 
American roads and in totally unfamiliar territory. Nadine finally gave up 
the driver's seat and promptly fell asleep. I wished I could fall asleep in 
a moving vehicle like that. 
9:30 pm. The one thing I never thought of getting my boss to 
find out for us on our route plan was where the all night gas stations 
were, so I stopped for gas at Shelby, Montana to top up the tank. It 
took $7.00 worth of gas. Since we put gas in the car at Fort McLeod, it 
had quit its fluttering and seemed to be running fine. We still had a long 
way to go but were now 362 km into the trip. The rain had held off and I 
felt good so I continued to drive. Nadine still had no trouble sleeping, 
even if the roads were narrow, winding and twisting with so many deer 
on the road. I had to be so careful not to hit them. Nadine would wake 
up from time to time when I would slam on the brakes to avoid hitting a 
deer that waited until I got close before crossing the road. 
11:00 pm. Great Falls, Montana; I was so glad to see the lights 
of this city and civilization. It had been dark for the last hour and I 
needed to get out and ease some of the tension from my cramped 
muscles. I stopped at a 24-hour gas station for $4:00 worth of gas and 
a cappuccino. It seemed strange to the lady to only put $4 worth in, but 
we kind of like to keep the car on the full side, as we don't know how 
many 24-hour gas stations we will find. Roads are nothing like Alberta 
roads. They are narrow and have little or no shoulder. Signs are few 
and far between as well as being small and hard to read. We are now 
481 km into our trip and both of us are optimistic that we will make our 
deadline on time. 
The next 20 km are not as bad as I figured, and when we 
reach 501 km into our trip, we turn south on US #87 for the next 368 
km. It is dark, with no moon, so all we can see is the lines on the 
highway. The radio station provides good country western music and I 
hum along, trying not to wake Nadine. 
July 19, 2000: 1 am. We are 666 km into our trip and feeling 
very good about our time and distance. We stop at Lewistown, 
Montana for $5:00 of gas and cappuccino. I got some advice about the 
road ahead, "Watch out for deer until after Grassrange. " Wow! Just 
what I needed to know! 
I drove slowly along this stretch, not only because of the 
hundreds of deer, but also because of Ruth's Mountains, which are 
oversized hills with hundreds of sharp inclines, twisting corners, and 
few guard rails. Staying awake was no problem with all the near hits. 
After Grassrange, there was still the odd deer but nothing like before. I 
was so happy to see the end of that stretch of road and Nadine was 
even happier that I did not wreck her car. 
3:00 pm. We are now 864 km into our trip. It has been a long 
night but we are now at Billings, Montana. I don't take a chance, and fill 
up with $5:50 worth of gas. I also get a much-needed cappuccino. 
Nadine is still sleeping like a baby. At 872 km into our trip, we head 
east on Interstate 90 for 1138 km. This road is not much better than the 
one we just got off. It is getting lighter out, now, and no deer. At 1037 
km into our trip, we enter Wyoming; speed limit 75 mph. Road 
construction is a real problem, with lanes closed down to one lane in 
many places and even somewhere we must stop until oncoming traffic 
has cleared. 
5:20 am. We are 1070 km into our trip. It is full daylight now 
but, if this is what Wyoming looks like, I would not miss anything if it 
were dark. The farms have been very few and far between and have 
only two or three head of cows and the odd horse. The rolling hills grow 
tumbleweeds, but little else. I stop at the truck stop at Sheridan, WY for 
$7:00 gas. We don't really get to see much of the city as the road 
passes it by. Nadine has woken up rested and ready to change drivers. 
Pure daylight now. It looks like we are in for a hot, sunny day. Nadine's 
car has air conditioning so I am not too worried about the change in 
weather. I was having trouble sleeping. Every time I dozed off, Nadine 
had to either slow down for construction or come to a complete stop. 
Also, there was more to see, now, and I hate to miss anything, so I was 
forever checking our route program to see what great happening in 
American history occurred here and there. We were 1373 km, into our 
trip when Gillette, Wyoming came into view. Nadine was still fighting 
the road construction. I was still having trouble trying to get some rest. 
Nadine was managing to make good time, for a change when we hit 
1373 km into our trip. That was when we entered South Dakota. She 
was quite good about keeping the speed limit of 75 mph. She just sets 
the cruise control and drives on. We were both thinking we had seen 
the last of the construction when there came some more into view. It 
didn't put us in a very good mood with both of us starting to feel the 
pressure of this trip. 
Shortly after the last of the construction, we were 1386 km into 
our trip, when along came Spearfish, SD. This place had a bit of our 
history attached to it and I would have dearly loved to stop and see the 
place where my grandmother on my mom's side was born. Nadine was 
not in the mood, so we pushed on to the next road construction. 
The hills here are rolling and covered with huge trees with lots 
of big heavy leaves, which creates cool shade from the very hot 
sunshine. 
At 8:53 am. we are 1454 km into our trip. Rapid City, SD was 
our next stop for $13:00 worth of gas. We grab a bite to eat and decide 
to change drivers. If we change often, then it would not be a hardship 
on either of us. There is still so much road construction that there is no 
way to make up any time, but we seem to be staying on our schedule 
pretty good. 
Nadine can sleep with no problem, and she does. I would love 
to share some of the sights with her, or at least be able to write them 
down for future recall, but I must just trust my memory to write it later. 
The day has become very hot so I cannot open the window for fresh 
air. 
At 1:10 pm, we are1903 km into our trip. I pull into a roadside 
gas station at Mitchell, SD for $15:00 worth of gas and a drink. When I 
step out of the car I can't believe how terribly hot it is. Nadine opens 
one eye to see where we are and then falls right back asleep. Lucky 
girl! There is very heavy road construction here and only one lane of 
traffic is allowed to pass at any time. 
At Sioux Falls, SD, it is 2:20 pm and we are 2006 km into our 
trip. We stop for a quick lunch break and a change of drivers. It is nice 
to know we are more than half way to our destination. I snuggle down 
in the passenger seat and think I must be tired enough now to really 
sleep, but it is impossible. There is so much to see, even if we cannot 
stop this time through. It is only a short distance, at 2010 km into our 
trip, when we come to the junction with Interstate 28, south for 582 km, 
according to our route plan. The roads are getting a little better and 
more repaired. I see little of the scenery here as I really try to get some 
rest, if not sleep. 
Our next stop was at 3:20 pm, 2146 km into our trip. Sioux City 
Iowa was what the sign said but it is off the interstate. Nadine is taking 
no chances and puts $8:00 worth of gas in the tank. 
Another memorable milestone, at 2146 km into our trip. We 
entered Iowa, with a speed limit of 65 mph. I notice that the land is well 
used and prosperous looking. Fields of different kinds of crops, with 
corn being the most plentiful. 
Everything was going along smoothly at 4:55 pm, 2292 
km into our trip. We are passing Council Bluffs, IA and then 
almost joining Omaha NE at 5:10 pm. 
The country along this stretch seems quite well used but the 
soil remains dark and rich looking. At 2392 km into our trip, we are 
entering Missouri. The speed limit is 70 mph. The highways are wide 
and in good repair. Traffic was a little heavier than what we had 
encountered thus far. 
At 6:50 pm. we are 2505 km. into our trip and stop at St. 
Joseph, MO for $10:00 worth of gas and to change drivers. Neither of 
us is really hungry so we just get some fruit to munch on and continue 
on. We discuss how far we have come and think, just maybe, we will 
have time for a good rest before long. 
At 7:40 pm I am amazed at how dark it is getting. We are 2565 
km. into our trip and we pass Kansas City MO. 
It was 2592 km into our trip when we approached the junction 
with Interstate 35, which we must follow south for only 8 km. I must 
keep a sharp eye out for our exit to Interstate 70 East. I keep checking 
on the kilometers because 2600 km into our trip we meet with 
Interstate 70 east, which we must follow for 402km. 
At 9:20 pm, 2790 km into our trip, we come upon the city of 
Columbia, MO where I put another $8:00 worth of gas in the car. I'm 
really feeling tired now so, since Nadine is awake anyway, we change 
drivers. But, again, sleep will not come to me. 
July 20, 2000: 12:10 am, 2959 km into our trip. Nadine cant 
use cruise at night and finds her foot a little heavy. The lights of St, 
Louis, MO can be seen off to the left of the interstate. A quick pass 
through. We are both getting awfully tired. The thoughts of a warm bath 
and a bed have us both thinking and scheming how we can do it. 
It was 2998 km into our trip and we have entered the state of 
Illinois. The speed limit was 65 mph and this is kind of frustrating 
because the signs are so far apart. At 3003 km into our trip we hit the 
junction of Interstate 64, which we are to follow for 121 km, but not 
tonight. We will stop at the first motel and sleep until morning. 
At 1:30 am 3017 km into our trip we stop at the Fairview 
Heights Super 8 Motel. All the places to stay were supposed to be 
under $50, according to our route plan. What a laugh! 
Seventy- four dollars later we have a room for six and a half 
hours and $7:00 worth of gas. The quick bath did wonders for my body 
and then I slept like the dead until our wakeup call at 7 am. We both 
slept another half hour then went down for a quick complimentary 
breakfast of cereal, fruit buns and bagels. We were back on the road 
again by 8:30 am. and I say I will take the first two hours. 
That was terrible! We were only 3059 km Into our trip and I was 
falling asleep at the wheel! Nadine must take over. 
I open my eyes at 9:10 am, 3115 km into our trip. I can't stay 
awake to see anything. When we are at Mt. Vernon Illinois, I raise my 
head, briefly. Nadine just laughs at me and drives on. She says she is 
tired but OK. 
I wake up again at 3124 km into our trip where we meet 
Interstate 57 south for 76 km. I totally missed that. 
At 10:10 am 3171 km into our trip, Marion IL. I was still 
sleeping like a baby. I missed that one, too. 
We are getting so close to our final destination at 3200 km into 
our trip. Junction with Interstate 24 east for 511 km and we are almost 
there. I'm awake! Nadine says she is still fine and wants to drive the 
whole way. 
It was 10:57 am when we crossed the Ohio River and it was 
almost a mile wide. Wow! I wished we had more time to look around 
but we are so close to our final stop. 
What a thrill! 3262 km into our trip and we are entering 
Kentucky, speed limit 65 mph. I made myself a promise to come back 
someday and really see this state. 
It was 10:55 am when we passed the turnoff for Paducah. A 
short time later, 2412 km into our trip and we enter the beautiful state 
of Tennessee, with a speed limit of 70 mph. Our route here was lined 
with huge, very old trees and was quite hilly. They call them mountains. 
Both Nadine and I are getting very excited at 11:15 am. We 
pass by the Kentucky Dam, which is about a mile wide. Large 
riverboats can be seen in the Gand Rivers coming out of the dam. I 
follow on the map and Atlanta looks so close. 
Nadine was too excited to be tired when we stop for $10 worth 
of gas at 12 pm, 3402 km into our trip. We are at the Hopkinsville Ky. 
turnoff. It was time for a small snack and to refresh ourselves a bit. I 
take a short walk to get the kinks out of my legs. Nadine still insists on 
driving the rest of the way. 
It was 12:40 pm, 3412 km into our trip when we crossed into 
Tennessee, speed limit 70 mph. Only 477 km to go! 12:50 pm, 3648 
km into our trip we pass, very sadly, through Nashville and just can't 
take the time to stop. There are sign saying, "Home of the Grand Old 
Opry." I would like to just get a look at it. Oh well, I will get back and it 
is not that far from Atlanta. 
It is 3682 km into our trip and we pass over the line into 
Georgia, speed limit 65 mph. Oops! We are back in Tennessee, 
stopping at Chattanooga for $9 gas at 3:50 pm; 3689 km. I don't know 
why the road does that but we are not worried because we can read 
the map and will be back in Georgia very soon. The excitement builds. 
We are 3711 km into our trip when we reach the junction with 
Interstate 75, south for 178 km. We are so close! 
Oh the thrill! At 3714 km into our trip we're back in Georgia 
again. The weather is extremely hot and sunny. I thank God for a safe 
trip and for His lovely invention of air conditioning. 
The shock is almost too much. It is 5:30 pm and 3864 km into 
our trip. We have made it! We are in Atlanta! A quick stop for $10:00 
worth of gas and Nadine shows off how much she remembers of the 
city and takes us right to Steve and Rosemarie Boring's house. It is 
6:00 pm, local time. We are here! Almost 48 hours on the nose from 
the time we left Calgary, Alberta, we arrive in Atlanta, Georgia, U.S.A.! 
It has been a memorable trip and I think I can say that neither 
of us will ever forget it. Would I ever do it again? I can say a solid yes 
to that; only I would allow more time to see all the wonderful sights. 
The End 
FIRST PLACE: NONFICTION-ESSAY 
Perils of Legal Drugs 
A Discussion of the Dangers and Defenses 
byMarilee Kosik, Darwell W.I. 
Many of us are quite ignorant of the dangers inherent in the 
use of pharmaceuticals. We hear the horror tales of illegal, recreational 
drugs and most of us would be afraid to try them. We feel quite safe, 
however, with those we obtain legally, by prescription or over the 
counter at our neighbourhood pharmacies. We forget or don't realize 
that legal or not, these are still drugs and improper use can make them 
as dangerous as any on the street. 
Safety information is readily available. Doctors have it but 
sometimes, for some reason, we dont get it. Perhaps physicians are in 
a hurry or have the mistaken belief that we already have the 
knowledge. Many times, though, the doctor does give us the 
information but we either don't pay attention or don't realize the 
importance of what he is telling us. Druggists, too, have this information 
and are conscientious about passing it on to us but, again, we don't 
always listen or obey. Most prescriptions are now labeled with 
warnings about reactions and possible dangerous combinations and 
written information is offered on most medications. With all this 
information so readily available, many drug accidents still happen. In 
order to reduce the likelihood of such perils, we, the consumers, must 
make it a point to be aware of what we are taking. After all, it is our 
lives and well being at stake. In this paper I will describe some of the 
various dangers and suggest ways we can protect ourselves from 
them. 
The factors to consider in discussing the perils of legal drugs 
are pharmacological effects, allergic reactions, interactions, erroneous 
diagnosis and misuse. 
Pharmacological effects, or side effects, are usually predictable 
and therefore usually avoidable. Undesirable side effects can usually 
be controlled by dosage or will often decrease as the body adjusts to 
the medication. They are more likely to occur in a patient whose body 
functions are in some way impaired. 
Age is an important factor since the function of certain body 
organ systems may be impaired in the very old or the very young. For 
example, kidney and liver functions are underdeveloped in newborns 
and these same functions tend to deteriorate in the elderly. As a result, 
very young or elderly patients may metabolize and excrete certain 
drugs at a relatively slow rate, allowing the drug to build up in the 
system to a dangerous level. Many medical conditions can increase the 
chances of adverse reactions, so the doctor must be aware of any pre­
existing medical condition, even if it doesn't seem to be related to the 
current problem. Side effects can be controlled if the prescribing doctor 
has all the facts and should pose no problem to the person for who 
they are prescribed. Remember that drugs are prescribed to a specific 
person, considering that person's health and physiology. Never take 
medicine prescribed to another as it may affect you much differently. In 
the case of over-the-counter medicines, be sure to read and obey all 
directions, especially any special warnings relating to age or medical 
history. 
Allergic reactions are unrelated to the pharmacological action 
of a drug or to dosage. They are unpredictable; practically any drug 
has the potential to cause an allergic reaction if given to a susceptible 
person. It is almost impossible to predict, although people who suffer 
from hay fever, asthma or other known allergies are likely candidates. 
Allergic reactions show many different symptoms and may appear 
immediately or not for up to several weeks. Skin disturbances are the 
most common and may range from mild redness and itching to severe 
swelling and skin destruction. Other, less common, symptoms include 
fever, jaundice and blood reactions such as anemia. The most 
dangerous reaction is anaphylaxis shock. This life threatening condition 
involves a decrease in blood pressure and spasm of the breathing 
passages. 
Anaphylactic reaction occurs, if at all, immediately after 
administration of the drug and is most likely to happen when a drug is 
administered by injection. Any type of allergic reaction is treated by 
immediately discontinuing the drug. If the symptoms are severe, 
antihistamines or steroids may be prescribed for relief. Anaphylactic 
reactions require immediate hospital treatment. 
To minimize the chance of an allergic reaction, it is important 
that your doctor be informed of any history of allergies. It is important to 
notify your doctor immediately if any unusual symptoms develop after 
you begin taking any medication, prescribed or over the counter. 
Interactions are complex and involve changes in the ways that 
each drug is absorbed, metabolized and/or excreted. Drug interactions 
are caused when two or more drugs, used concurrently, affect each 
other's actions in some way. Sometimes two medications are 
prescribed together to enhance their individual therapeutic effects but 
some interactions are detrimental to treatment and even dangerous to 
the patient. No doctor would prescribe two incompatible medications 
but, if you are seeing more than one doctor, be sure they each know 
what else you have been prescribed. 
Sometimes adverse interaction of two substances is 
unexpected but there are many that are known. If you are taking an 
oral contraceptive, laxatives and antihistamines can reduce the 
effectiveness of the pill. Smokers who use a contraceptive pill run a 
higher risk of stroke and heart attack. Antacids can reduce the effect 
and laxatives can either decrease or increase the effectiveness of 
digitalis. Cold remedies and decongestants can cause irregular 
heartbeat, the last thing a digitalis user needs. Any antidepressant 
medicine can react seriously with antihistamines, causing dangerously 
high blood pressure. Alcohol, even the amount in cold remedies, is 
dangerous when combined with any time-release capsule. For 
instance, how sensible it would seem to be to take a Contact C with a 
spoon of cough medicine. It could be deadly! The alcohol removes the 
protective coating on the little time-release pills and you may get the 
whole twelve-hour dosage all at once. Many vitamins, too, affect 
medication and, conversely, many medications affect vitamin levels in 
your body. The important point to remember about drug interactions is 
that they can occur any time you are combining drugs. Even 'safe' 
things like aspirin, vitamins, herbal supplements or cold remedies can 
be dangerous when combined with others. Be sure to tell your doctor, 
before he prescribes a drug, about any medications or supplements 
you are taking. Check with the doctor or pharmacist before using any 
non-prescription drug or supplement while you are taking prescribed 
medication. 
Alcohol, because of its widespread use, is probably 
responsible for more adverse interactions than any other substance. It 
is important to note that many non-prescription drugs, such as a 
number of cough syrups, contain enough alcohol to produce adverse 
effects when taken in conjunction with many medications. 
Some foods should not be consumed in combination with 
some drugs. Some examples of these dangerous combinations are the 
following. A person taking an MAO Inhibitor, such as Nardil, should 
avoid any foods containing a substance called Tyramine, such as aged 
cheese, red wine, meat tenderizer, yeast extract, chocolate, organ 
meats (and many, many more). This can be a deadly mix as the 
combination of a MAO Inhibitor and Tyramine is potentially fatal. 
Brussels sprouts and cabbage greatly reduce the effectiveness of 
Phenacetin. Licorice can cause severe reactions when combined with 
Aldoril. There are many such undesirable combinations of food and 
medication. Again, I stress that you should ask your doctor about the 
above mentioned and other possible adverse combinations. If you are 
aware that you must avoid certain foods, watch for hidden amounts in 
packaged and prepared meals. For instance, Cheddar cheese is often 
an ingredient in meat coatings and yeast extract appears in most 
packaged soups. In a restaurant, it is good policy to ask if any 
'prohibited' foods have been used in the preparation of a meal before 
ordering. If in doubt, pass on that selection. 
Interactions are often, but not always, predictable and the 
danger cannot be completely controlled by the doctor. You must 
educate yourself and monitor what you put in your mouth in order to 
lessen the risks. 
Foods, prescribed medications, over-the- counter medicines 
and vitamins can affect the results of many diagnostic laboratory tests. 
Aspirin and sleeping pills containing chloral hydrate can produce a 
false-positive urine sugar glucose test, vitamin C, Pyridium (often used 
for urinary tract infection) and Levadopa (for Parkinson disease) can all 
do the opposite, indicating a normal urine sugar level when sugar is, in 
fact, being secreted. Sodium Bicarbonate (baking soda, Alka-seltzer) 
can produce evidence of protein in the urine, indicating possible kidney 
disease where none exists. Tranquilizers like Thorazine can produce 
false-positive pregnancy tests. Soya sauce can temporarily raise your 
temperature. These are, of course, just a few examples. Be sure your 
doctor or lab technician is aware of every drug or supplement you have 
taken in the recent past. Ask them if there is any food, drug or 
supplement that might alter the results of the test you are taking. Be an 
aware patient. Askl 
How you take you medication can greatly affect its 
effectiveness. Food in your stomach may affect drug absorption into 
your system, rendering it ineffective. On an empty stomach means at 
least one hour before a meal or two hours after. With meals means 
with a substantial amount of food, not just a cracker. 
Always drink a sufficient amount of liquid to insure that the pill 
goes all the way to the stomach before it starts its action. The most 
common cause of medication related heartburn is an insufficient 
amount of liquid with the pill. Most doctors recommend a full eight 
ounces. Water is the best liquid to accompany a pill unless otherwise 
instructed. Fruit juice, soft drinks and wine are all acidic drinks and can 
greatly reduce the effectiveness of antibiotics such as Penicillin, 
Ampicillin and Erythromycin. However, the Vitamin C in orange juice 
helps the body absorb iron. Milk should never be taken with iron 
supplements, Tetracycline or any Bisacodyl laxatives. Conversely, milk 
helps buffer the stomach against aspirin and many arthritis 
medications. 
The timing of dosage can be critical. If the prescription says 
four times a day, does it mean at reasonably spaced intervals or does it 
mean exactly every six hours? If a pain medication says as needed, do 
you know how long you should wait to see if the first dose woks before 
repeating it? How much is safe to take over a given period of time? 
Check with your doctor. If he doesn't give implicit instructions 
on how to take your medications, ask him! Check again with the 
pharmacist if you are unsure. Use or misuse of medication is primarily 
the responsibility of the patient. 
Drugs are a valuable and beneficial tool in health care when 
used with knowledge and respect but can, in some instances, be 
dangerous. Your first line of defense is an open and trusting 
relationship with your doctor. Druggists, too, are trained and willing to 
answer your questions. Pamphlets and other written materials 
explaining medications are available from either your doctor or 
pharmacist. Ask about them, read them and pay heed. To protect 
ourselves, we must work together with the professionals and each 
must accept their responsibility. We must become informed consumers 
and they must be sure that we have access to all the information we 
need. 
There are four simple steps you should take before leaving the 
doctor's office. 
First, be sure he is aware of everything you can offer about 
your general health, to give him as much information as possible in 
directing an effective drug therapy. Drugs react differently in different 
people so he must know as much as possible about his patient. 
Second, tell the doctor if you are presently, or in the habit of, 
taking any medication, be it a prescription, herbal, vitamin or common 
over-the-counter remedy. There are numerous drugs that interact with 
others to our detriment so he must be aware of everything you may 
take. Know the proper name of all medications you are taking. This is 
important. If a doctor asks, it is more effective and safer to give the 
name than to try describing some little pink pills. The most likely 
mistake an individual might make is to combine prescribed drugs with 
over the counter medications, supplements, vitamins, food and drink. If 
you are taking any medication for the first time, be sure to ask about all 
the possible side effects and adverse interactions. 
Third, you should always carefully note, and follow, all 
instructions as to dosage; how to take the prescribed drug (before, with 
or after meals?), side effects to watch for and information about any 
other drugs or foods we should avoid while taking this medication. 
Fourth, if the doctor does not ask for all this information or 
does not give explicit directions on use of the drug, you should ask him. 
Never leave the office without being totally aware of what has been 
prescribed, why it is being prescribed, how to take it, and any known 
side effects or dangerous combinations, if you have any questions or 
concerns, be sure to ask. Knowledge is important in using any 
prescribed drug safely and effectively and, of course, the most 
important rule is to follow instructions exactly. 
Doctors and pharmacists must always be conscious of special 
circumstances that might create inadvertent peril. Patients who have 
reduced abilities must be given special attention. Aged persons may 
have poor memory so instructions and warnings should be repeated 
and even written out for them. People with impaired sight may have 
difficulty reading instructions on bottles so this must be addressed. 
When someone is feeling frightened, ill or in pain, they may not be 
attentive or be able to accurately retain information. Disabilities or 
impairments that affect comprehension must also be noticed and 
special care be taken that these patients completely understand the 
information they are given. If we have any disabilities or impairments, 
we must let our caregivers know so they can help. In partnership with 
medical personnel, our health care is our responsibility 
As patients, we must take responsibility and be aware of what 
we can do to lessen the risks. Be sure to watch for hidden dangers. 
Read labels on all medications, supplements and vitamins to see if 
they contain anything you should not be ingesting and to see if there 
are things that should not be combined with it. Check labels on 
packaged food. In restaurants, ask if any 'forbidden' foods or additives 
have been used in preparation of the meal. Never take someone else's 
medicine, it has been prescribed for that individual and may be 
ineffective or dangerous to you. Remember that only doctors can safely 
prescribe medication. Let family members know what medications you 
are taking and all restrictions that apply. This will help them to avoid 
inadvertently preparing or offering forbidden' foods and, in the case of 
an emergency, they can relay the information to the appropriate 
persons. If you have questions, consult your doctor or pharmacist. If 
you are regularly taking a drug, have a condition such as diabetes, or 
have allergies or food/drug restrictions, you would be well advised to 
wear a medic-alert to assure proper treatment if you lose 
consciousness or for any reason are unable to convey your special 
needs to emergency personnel or medical staff. Ultimately we are 
accountable to ourselves for our own safety. 
This is not a medical document. It is merely general 
information and only a small part of the list, meant to alert you to some 
possible dangers associated with legal drugs. Your doctor and 
pharmacist are the knowledgeable persons you should ask for specific 
information pertaining to your medication. Follow their directions 
completely. Don't be complacent. Prescribed medications are 
controlled substances because they have the potential to be 
dangerous. Be sure you know and understand the possible side 
effects, interactions and dosage instructions. Listen, understand and 
obey! 
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SECOND PLACE: NQNFICTIQN-ESSAY 
DNA: A Research Paper 
by Margaret Dinnsen, Eagle Valley W.I. 
DNA...is there any one of us today who is not familiar with the 
designation of those three letters...DNA? We watch scientists, forensic 
specialists, police officers, detectives and other television characters 
perform magical identifications based on minute amounts of blood, 
sweat, tears, fingernail clippings, hair from a brush or spit. On real life 
T.V. shows, we see family members reunited, mothers and fathers 
linked to their biological children because of DNA identification. But 
what does it mean? 
DNA, or deoxyribo nucleic acid (now you know why they prefer 
to refer to the acid as DNA) is the genetic material found in every cell of 
a plant or body. Passing from parent to child, it is a blueprint uniquely 
instructing each how to develop and grow, and when to stop growing. It 
differentiates the functions of individual organs and is unique to every 
individual. 
Like the swirls of a fingerprint, there are no two living 
organisms, with the exception of identical twins, that exhibit the same 
DNA pattern. Because each cell contains this blueprint, the most 
minute particle may be used to retrieve information. The probability of 
making a correct match is 99.99%. Matching then becomes dependent 
on the profiling and banking of individual DNA, and a retrieval system 
that is accessible to all. 
DNA is a far more reliable tool for identification than 
fingerprints, which may, or may not, be complete, it is far superior to 
photographs, which change over the years. DNA is consistent 
throughout a lifetime. 
It has now become fashionable to bank and store DNA. For a 
nominal fee, individuals can store their DNA for future family use. It can 
determine if certain diseases are hereditary. If banked, it can deter 
costs of disinterment should ever a sample be required after the death 
of a family member. 
Staining techniques are already used to examine genetic 
material contained in cells. When the dye, hematoxylin, is applied to 
fluid or tissue samples, it colours the DNA. Examination of the 
chromosomes can then reveal genetic abnormalities, such as Down's 
Syndrome, which can be readily observed. 
As technology continues to develop ways and means of 
forecasting one's predisposition to certain traits or illnesses, stored 
DNA may, in the future, provide invaluable clues to family problems. 
Forensic use of DNA to prove the presence of an individual at 
a crime scene is grist for many a T.V. Drama. Scrapings from under the 
victim's fingernails, blood on a shirt, and sweat on a steering wheel...all 
provide answers to "Who did it?" 
In real life, foul play must first be ruled out, and the scene 
established as free from contamination. Criminals could plant a piece 
of personal ID at the scene of a crime scene so as to implicate an 
innocent party. As DNA is so much more accurate in personnel 
identification that any other tool we have at our disposal today, positive 
identification is almost unquestionable. Accuracy, to the chance of one 
error in 50 billion, is a convincing statistic. 
The accuracy of DNA evidence has grown to be so important 
that conviction for a serious crime may trigger the collection and 
storage of sample tissue for a DNA analysis. This genetic fingerprint 
could be stored in a national database for use in future criminal 
investigations. 
England and Wales now have laws in place to secure this DNA 
fingerprint. Canada is presently involved in privacy issues, individual 
rights, and other factors to be considered before DNA fingerprinting 
becomes universally acceptable and legally accessible. 
But, just as fingerprinting every person accused of an offense 
is now practiced, accepted and the information stored for future use, 
so, in the future, everyone involved in the justice system may also be 
DNA fingerprinted. 
Perhaps, just as babies' footprints are presently used for 
identification, future children born will be DNA fingerprinted and 
registered for accurate identification throughout their lives. 
This powerful new technology identifies the remains of soldiers 
killed in action, eliminates (or convicts) criminal suspects and decides 
paternity cases. It has been particularly helpful in reuniting siblings lost 
or separated due to war, famine or family neglect. The DNA of flies and 
maggots in dead bodies helps to determine the precise time of death. 
First developed in 1985, it was 1992 before the National 
Research Council stated that "DNA testing is a reliable source to 
identify criminal suspects." The technology rapidly entered the 
mainstream court system. 
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THIRD PLACE: NONFICTION-ESSAY 
On Which Side of the Fence? 
by Isabelle Nash, Colchester W.I. 
Husbands and wives agree to disagree. You are either on one 
side of the fence or the other. It doesn't make for good conversation at 
dinner tables or family gatherings. It is a bit like religion and politics, 
better left under the table. But shouldn't we be concerned? Shouldn't 
we think about it sometimes? Sometimes, something shakes us up and 
we have to make a stand on one side of the fence or the other. 
When the pig farm is on the front page again and you know 20 
innocent people died there, it is normal to think, 'hang the guy'. Or 
when Clifford Olson or Paul Bernardo make the headlines do we really 
need them around? But is it really that simple when the state kills? 
The person who really makes an impression is Mrs. Milgaard. 
When she speaks, people listen because it could be my son or yours. 
Her life as a quiet housewife was transformed. She nearly had to 
become a lawyer herself. She never gave up. She knew her son was 
innocent, only in the wrong place at the wrong time. Even when David 
gave up, suffering from depression, she soldiered on. Could we have 
become the person she is today, strong forceful, independent after her 
marriage crumbled under the strain? David was in prison for many 
years and denied parole because he would not apologize or express 
remorse. How can you express remorse for a murder you did not 
commit? How many people are there in prison because they do not 
have a mother like Mrs. Milgaard? We only hear about the David 
Milgaards, the Guy Paul Morins and the Donald Marshalls and now 
James Driskell, out on bail after 14 years in jail. Following the release 
of her son, David, Mrs., Milgaard took up the cases with Rubin 
'Hurricane' Carter who is the Executive Director of the Association in 
Defense of the Wrongly Convicted. Yes, I thank God Canada gave up 
hanging in 1976. How much worse it would be to kill one innocent 
David Milgaard than to have a guilty Clifford Olson languish in jail? In 
Illinois, USA, following the 13th case of wrongful conviction uncovered 
in that state since 1977 when executions, Governor Ryan commuted all 
death sentences to life imprisonment in January 2003 and pardoned 
four other death row inmates. But what about those who didnt grow up 
in nice families with proper education or, perhaps, they fell in with the 
wrong crowd at a young age and alcohol and drugs took their toll? 
Everyone deserves a second chance. 
